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PREFACE.

E would not advife the frugal reader to con-
fume too much midnight oil in afcertaining
the authenticity of this pfeudo-chronicle, left

he thereby impair his entertainment. We have collated

it with that of Affer, from whofe manufcript we derive
nearly all the information we poffefs, and are accuftomed
to believe, of our glorious king.. But doubts have been
raifed concerning the genuinenefs even of Afler’s work; and
had ALFRED written his life himfelf, there be thofe who would
have found it done amifs. Let us earneftly enjoin the reader,
therefore, to believe as much or as little of this work as he

choofes: taking heed not to call anything in it an anachronifm
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till he has fearched the Saxon hiftorians and likewife Sharon
Turner ; Jeft peradventure he himfelf be caught tripping.

There feemed no reafon why our pfeudo-tranflation fhould
not be in the modern vernacular, fave in the occafional ufe of
an archaiftic expreflion which had “ no incongruity nor un-
natural ftrangenefs,” to fuggeft the good abbefs’s own ufe of
an evident Saxonifm badly Latinized.

SDIY
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CHRONICLE of ETHELFLED.
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BOOK I

in hand, whether with or without reafon,

to fet forth in order the notable things
which in divers times and places have happened,
it feems good alfo to me, Ethelfleda, Abbefs of
this poor houfe of St. Audrey, to record certain
events, for caufes that will in fit feafon appear.

I Ethelfled, fecond daughter of Athelred,
furnamed Mucil, Earl of the Gaini,' was born
in the year of our Lord's incarnation 858. My
fiter Ethelfwitha was by five years my elder.
Now it came to pafs, about a week after her firft
coming into this naughty world, that my mother
had a dream concerning her, fomewhat after the
fafhion of the patriarch Jofeph, to the effect that

1 Gainfborough,

@om«smucn as fundry perfons have taken

! B
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the child newly born fhould eventually be fet up
on high, and that her father, mother, and
kindred fhould do homage to her, which in due
time came to pafs. And this gives me occafion
to think that dreams are not always mere
phantafies of the brain, but that on occafions
fuited for the difcernible action of a fuperior
intelligence, vifions of forthcoming events are
fometimes difclofed to the inward and fpiritual
fight. ' _

By reafon of the frequent incurfions of the
pagans, who laid hands alike on live ftock, arms,
chefts of plate, and noble damfels, my father -
was fain to commit my fifter and me to the care
of an aunt, who was Superior of one of the
very few religious houfes left in Mercia for the
refuge of holy and high-born virgins. This was
about the time of the good King Ethelbert’s
death. [Ethelred his brother then reigned over
Weft Saxony in his ftead. That was in the
days of our King Buhred. It mattered very
little to my fifter and me who reigned, as long
as mother Gundred let us fee her hive the bees
and take the honey. Ethelfwitha was fairer and
more facetious than I, therefore the greater
favourite ; and being by fo many years m r
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elder, had many pleafures and indulgences which
I had not; but, on the other hand, I had many
pleafures too, all to myfelf. For inftance,—
fabling certain flowers to talk to one another
and to me, and to tell of their how and about.
Alfo fancying certain trees and patches of chalk
on the hill-fide into images of dragons and
ghofts until I was fore ydrad, and yet feeling a
ftrange mixture of pleafure and trepidation in
going up to the dragon’s mouth with a handful
of grafs, and faying,  Dragon, will you bite

~me?” and then running away. There were

certain peep-holes through the oak-palings, and
dark corners among the tree-roots, that I fhould
have been forry if any had wift of except
myfelf. Once, lying under a hollow oak, I
feemed to feel the fairies pulling at my hair, that
they might get withinfide of the trunk. One of
my peep-holes looked into our burial-ground. I
knew defun& perfons lay there, their faces all
turned upward; and my aunt the Abbefs told
me their fouls went to heaven. I thought if I
kept a fharp look-out, I fhould fee fome of
them going there, on a ftarry night, if any of
the nuns would but die.

Theére was a Sifter who, I think, was as
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learned as Leobgitha, the correfpondent of Boni-
face. She was always making enigmata, and
poring over manufctipts. Of her I acquired
my facility of writing, which the King fays is
remarkable ; but, in regard of its neatnefs, I am
always at thc mercy of my pen ,—howevcr, I
now always have a good one.

About the year 869, my fifter and I were
fent home. Thenceforth, my father, mother,
and Ethelfwitha were much at court; but, by
reafon of my tender years, I went not. After
one of thefe their vifits, it was currently re-
ported among us that Alfred, Prince of the

Weft Saxons, whofe fifter had married our king,

would fhortly come to fee our chafe. The beft
tablecloth was wathed, and many difhes were
cooked ; howbeit, he came not. The fewer,
the better cheer; and I was lefs difappointed
than was Ethelfwitha. This time, fhe told me
fo many fine things about the court, that when
they all returned to it, which they fhortly did, I
felt for the firft time lonely. They had made a
pretty clear larder before they went, and I was
left nominal miftrefs of the houfehold;, both
fervile and freed, but with very little to do,
except to fee a ftag now and then put his head
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out of the foreft. They might have been gone
three hours, and I was eating bread and honey,
when there winds me a horn at the gate, and, lo
you, Prince Alfred come by himfelf, and nobody
to receive him. Eadwulf took his horfe and his
fpear, and Urfried wafhed his feet; but what
could we do? The beft tablecloth in the buck-
batket, no freth meat in the larder, nor had I
even the key of the cellar. There were eels in
the dike ; and a goofe hung by the wall, if he
would have waited to have it boiled : howbeit,
he made light of all, faid bread and honey was
fit for a king, efpecially when the bread was
warm, and the honey freth from the comb ; and
Adam’s wine was better than mead or metheglin
for a water-drinker like himfelf, who fhunned
wine and cyder like John the Baptift. I was
glad to find him fo eafy to pleafe; indeed, had
never lighted on fo cheerful and winfome a
young gentleman; and, having feen but few
gentlemen before, whether young or otherwife,
by reafon of our retired living, I fhortly loft
all fear, forgot he was a prince, and made him
welcome to what we had, as freely as if I had
known him twelve years, that is to fay, my
whole life, He afked me how I came to be fo
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fmall for my age. But I could not tell. He
afked me if I could read, if I faid my prayers,
if I loved bread and honey, and if I were afraid
of him. To the three firft I faid yes; to the
laft, no. He faid that was right, and arofe
puthing afide the yldeftan-fetl, and bade me
good fpeed, and bear in mind King Solomon’s
faying, < To eat much honey is not good ;” and
fo departed. But, when he had mounted, his
horfe reared at our white owl, that fuddenly flew
out of its hole, and threw the prince, whom we
picked up with his bright hair all dabbled with
blood, and brought into the houfe. He did not
feem to regard it much, but gave his orders to
one and the other with wonderful precifion ;
and, being laid on a double-fetl, Urfried and I
wathed and bound up his wound as we beft

could, and two of our freedmen rode off to

advertife the King, and bring back my father
and mother. Hereabouts, I Ethelfled muft
relate that Urfried’s fear of approaching the
blood royal had at firft been fo oppreflive and
unwifelike, that fhe had thruft me forward into
office more cowardly than a woman of her years
needed to have been; but, as foon as the found
the prince affable, would have made my tender
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~ age a reafon for fetting me afide, and ftepping
into my place. Howbeit, his grace fettled it by
defiring fhe thould inftantly make him a dith of
frumenty, and ftir it herfelf all the while it
boiled ; and then he bade me fit over-againft
him on a tripod ftool, keep an eye to his band-
ages, and nurfe him the beft I could ; obferving
that he always found himfelf the better for a
great deal of attention.

And héreupon enfued a difcourfe, wherewith I
have frequently recreated my nuns by repeating
it to them. Poor maids! they fometimes get a
little dull, fpecially between Whitfuntide and
Chriftmas, when there are no great feftivals;
and I find nothing fooner brings all things
ftraight than a little innocent converfation,
chiefly in the infirmary, where a good many
find themfelves in the fruit and pulfe feafon, and
a good many more contrive to be nurfes. We
fhould never forget we were once young our-
felves.

After I had held my peace a good while, the
prince afked me if I could tell him aftory.
Thereupon I put it to him whether he would
have Morvidus and the dragon, or Corineus and
the great giant Goémaggot. In reply he faid,
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that when he had heard both, he would make
his choice. So I told him firft one, and then
the other, and proceeded to atk him whether he
thought there had ever been a dragon. He faid,
yes, there was one always going about, feeking
whom it could devour. I faid I hoped it would
never come my way. He faid, oh yes, it would,
fooner or later; I muft mind what I did, or
even thought, or he would fwallow me at a {hap,
So then I found who he meant.

I afked him whether he would not like to fee
a fairy. He faid he had feen one once: he was
riding one day, all alone, through a dark,
glooming wood, when he came upon a bright,
green glade; and there, very much to his
furprife, he faw a fairy., I could not help
drawing a little nearer to him on this, to afk him
what the fairy was like, He faid, like a woman,
only a very {mall one, with a lily fkin, and long
filky hair, and drefled in blue. I faid I thought
they always wore green. He replied, « Why,
they do fay fo, but this one had a cyrtle juft
like yours, with a little darn in the hanging
fleeves, from her leaning on her elbows.” So
then I faid, Oh ... .! and was a little thamed ;
for I found he meant me.

(.
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He afked me what I would give to fee a
giant. I faid, a good deal. He faid, that was
no anfwer at all; would I give the next hand-
fome prefent I expe&ed to have, whatever it
might be? After fome thought, I faid yes,
provided I were out of harm’s way. He faid,
Ah, he had been thinking of giving me fome-
thing very coftly, in return for my civility to
him, but now he would keep it for himfelf, and
take me with him to fight the Danes, for he
underftood they had juft landed a giant as big as

. Goliath, very fond of human flefh, efpecially

when young and tender; whofe fift was heavier

. than a hundred fledge-hammers, and his foot as

large as this ., . . here he drew the outline of a
foot about a yard long in the air; his cloak was
fringed with kings’ beards and ladies’ treffes ;
and there was a yard or fo of fringe yet wanting.
He fhould like to go out againft him like David
the fon of Jeffe, and bring him down with a
pebble. He'd teach giants to come to England!

I faid, I marvelled that the Danes dared in-
trude on us as they did. He faid, *“ Why, I
fuppofe you know we are only intruders our-
felves. What fellowfhip have we with the old
Britons whom we have hunted into the Cambrian
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dens and faftneffes? Surely you have heard of
wicked Vortigern, king of the Britons, who firft
invited us over, under Hengift and Horfa; and
how, when the pagan Hengift (for we were all
pagans then) came into his Chriftian prefence,
he faid, ¢ I regret your ungodlinefs, but am glad
of your coming.” King Vortigern ought to
have known better, but he was much given to
drinking and fleeping, whereas our Hengift,
pagan though he was, was a brave and fine
fellow, ftanding feven feet high, as I have been
told by one who never faw him. But Vortigern
was nidering, and deferved the end he had,
which was to be fmothered with fmoke in his
faftnefs, like a wafp in his neft.”

After fome farther parley on this and that, he
called for another ftory. I faid, I have told you
two, you muft now tell me one. He faid,
“Two? you have told me a hundred !” I faid,
“ How can that be?” and juft then my father
and mother came in, fomewhat to my regret;
they having met fome one on the road who told
them of Prince Alfred’s vifit, which caufed them
to turn back. They fell to condoling and ex-

cufing ; and the Prince faid there was no need ;-

he had been fo deftly tended by the handieft
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little chatterbox he had ever met with in all his
life.  Thereupon my mother looked grave,
faying I had commonly been accounted filent ;
which indeed was true enough, and I wift not
how my tongue had on this occafion become
loofed. But there was fomething about him,
methinks, that thawed all hearts. My mother
applied all-heal and wound-wort to his head ;
and I kept near him all I could ; but Ethelfwitha
approached him not, only queftioned me ftraitly
at bed-time, of all he had faid, fo that we fpent
half the night in talking.

It was Ethelfwitha’s wont to take me on her
knee, and with her filver comb to comb out my
hair, which was not nearly equal, in length, to
her own; her locks being, indeed, as long and
yellow as Queen Guinever's.  Seeing me hold
fomething faft in my hand, fhe fayeth, ¢ What
have you there ?” I laughed, and would make
her guefs; at length, faid, ¢ Some of the
prince’s hair which we cut off to wath his
wound.” ¢ His hair ?” then cries fhe, * what
are you going to do with it?” I faid, “ Make a
ball of it.” ¢ Oh, filly, filly child,” fhe then
cries ; * forfooth you muft give it me, I will find
a better ufe for it.” ButI clofed my fingers

»
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faft on it, and faid, * What fhall you, then, do
with it ?”  After a paufe, fhe faid, “Ufe it in
place of gold thread to embroider a kerchief for

the Virgin.” So I gave her all but one long,'

pale brown curl, which I have even now, (for
it is not every one can fhow a lock of the hair
of King Alfred,) but, in truth, Ethelfwitha
kept not her vow, for the Virgin’s kerchief
has never been embroidered from that day
to this. )

Next morning, I was fummoned to my
mother, who was fitting furrounded by her
maids. ¢ Child,” fays fhe, ¢ Urfried tells me
there was a bare larder yefterday, which I partly
apprehended, though enough went down from
the hall, I fhould have thought, to have kept
you for a week. However, twice-warmed meats
are not for a royal table; and yet his grace
informed me over-night, you had feafted him
like a king! What am I to believe ?”

My heart fmote me when I bethought me of
the havock we two had made, and I cried hattily,
s¢In tfoth, mother, ’twas he emptied the honej—
pot rather than I, he laid it on fo thickly ; and
I dared not fay him nay !” My mother could
not forbear fmiling ; faying, as fhe tapped me

§

Yy
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on the cheek, “Well, you feem to have faved
the credit of the houfe.”

Before noon, that day, there was a dinner
prepared that might have been fet on King
Arthur’s round table. I peeped through a
chink, and faw Ethelfwitha prefent the bafin, and
my father carve the venifon, and my mother
kifs the cup. Howbeit, the prince only touched
it with his lips ; fo demand was made for fpring-
water, ‘which, amid fo many fweet and fpiced
beverages, had never been provided ; and, every
hand being bufy, Urfried gave me a pitcher,
and bade me run down to the fpring, which I
gladly did. By the fpring fate an old man,
tuning a harp. I bade him make way, becaufe
I was in hafte for water for Alfred the prince.
He faid, ¢ Is Prince Alfred here >—then I will
into earfhot of him, for he loves the found of a
harp . . . .” and, following me up to the houfe,
he commenced playing at the gate, and was foon
et in. In truth, the afternoon proving rainy,
and the prince ‘drinking no wine, nor playing at
tefel, fcaccorum, nor any game of hazard, this
old harper’s arrival was very opportune, for he

went on, from one ballad to another, as if his
head were lined with them, and Alfred the prince
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was hugely pleafed ; in fpecial with one that told
how Baldulf got into King Arthur’s camp,

difguifed as a glee-man, and, while he was

harping, learned all he wanted to know, without
ever being found out. He called it a good
ftratagem.

At length the prince afked the harper if he
had ever heard of the fong of Cazdmon. ¢ That
have I, my prince,” returned the minftrel;
“and can fing it, too: how that fome of the
angels kept not their firft eftate, but fell into
perdition, becaufe they would have fhared glory
~with the Higheft ; and how He made for thofe
perfidious an exiled home. Sweet as honey is
that ftave defcribing their firft blifs : —

¢ ¢ They were very happy,—
Sin they knew not,
Nor to frame crimes ;
But they in peace lived.’

Alfo, how the earth and ftars came to be created
out of nothing; and how the firft man and
woman, beautiful as angels, dwelt in Eden-
garden: ’tis a fong-o’-Sunday !”

¢ Sing me as much as you can of it,” fays the
prince, < and I will -prefently give you this gold
bracelet.”
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-« dare fay your glory knows,” purfued the
harper, (who was a Cornithman ; his name was
Tinne,) “ how holy Aldhelm availed himfelf
of this our vocation to inftru& the lower fort,
and took his ftand on the public bridge, like a
common harper, to win the ears of the foot-
paflengers by intermingling gay and grave
matters.” . . .

“ Aye! believe ye,” interrupted the prince;
‘] have heard all about him a hundred times ;
but now begin your fong, or you will not con-
clude till midnight.”

» * » * *

The following year, (868,) there befel a
grievous murrain among all cattle; and after
the murrain a famine throughout the land ; and
after the famine, a peftilence; fo that the hand
of the Lord was heavy upon man and beaft.
It was lamentable to fee the dead bodies left by
the way-fide, with none to cover them out of
the reach of birds and dogs. The poor people
might be féen ravening on half-putrid fleth, and
eagerly devouring the creffes and ramps that
grew in the ditches; which unwholefome diet
was enough of itfelf, my mother thought, to
account for the peftilence.  But the failure of
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the crops was a manifeft vifitation of God;
and as He foreknew that the fcarcity of whole-
fome diet muft needs drive the people to eat that
which was pernicious and unclean, the sicknefs,
to my mind, was an indire& chaftifement from
Him too. We gat much to our knees in
prayer ; and Ethelfwitha, who was very foft-
hearted, prayed my mother to let her have all
the bones, fcraps, and broken food from our
table, to feethe into pottage for the poor, and
difpenfe at our own gate, which my mother
willingly did, and thereby drew down on our
houfe many a poor foul’s blefling. And it befel
that, one forenoon, Ethelfwitha and I, having
provided a larger mefs than ufual, and carrying
it forth -to the folk at the gate, fteaming, and
very favoury, there appears Alfred the prince
ftanding among the reft, looking fixedly upon
Ethelfwitha, who at firft marked him not; and
prefently, without more ado, he fteps up, and
kiffes her before all ; an unfair thing for even a
king’s fon to do, feeing fhe could not defend
herfelf by reafon of the full bicker. And the
people, with one accord, fet up a fhout, as if it
were the jollieft fight eyes ever faw, to the great
thame of Ethelfwitha, . :
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* The prince dined and fupped with us, and
told us of many things he had feen in Rome
when he was a cniht ;' and talked, and harped,
and fang, and did more to entertain us than we
could do to entertain him: in fpecial, as Ethel-
fwitha was quite dull all the afternoon. But I
was full blythe, and at laft he fell to talking with
me more than any : only it befel, that while we
were cracking and eating fome nuts, he paufed
of a fudden, and I looked up and faw his lips
quite white, or rather blue, and a cold, grey
thadow on his brow. I cried, ¢ Oh, mother!”
and fhe arofe in hafte, faying, “ What ails you,
fweet prince?” and commenced rubbing his
hands. But prefently he fmiled, and faid,
¢ This prick at the heart is paffing off . ... it
is all for my good I” Howbeit, there was no
more merrymaking that afternoon, but we fate
clofer and quieter, and looked more earneftly at
one another, and talked of prayers, and faints,
and penances, and heavenly chaftenings, and
earthly probations, and celeftial refrefhings ; and
I think the latter end of that day was better
than- the beginning. He fpent two days with
us ; and on the evening of the fecond day, he

1 A little boy : a lad,
C
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took my father afide, and had long fpeech of
him ;—we concluded, concerning the pagans, who
feemed drawing together in Northumbria, upon
fome mifchief. It may or may not have been
fo; howbeit, my father came forth from the
conference with a ftrange mixture of care and
elation on his brow; and the prince was much
fluthed, and {prang on his horfe, that had long
been pawing the ground at the gate. As he
rode off, he cried, laughing—

I am now one of your family by the law of
the land, for I have flept two nights under your
roof ; and if I do any wrong on the king’s
highway, you will be anfwerable for it !”

¢ That be my care, fweet prince !” returns my
father, cheerily: ¢ May I never have a more
dangerous cuman' under my roof ! Return
when you will, whether in company or fteorlefs.”

He was out of fight before one could fay
Ave. To bed we went, but not to fleep; as
for myfelf, I lay awake, thinking over all the
brave things I had heard, and ejaculating
inwardly, ¢ Happy they who hold thy ftirrup
and water thy horfe! happier they that carve
before thee at table, and hear thy pleafant

} Comc-one: gueft.
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voice ” As for Ethelfwitha, though we were in
the dark, and fhe lay long quite ftill, I had an
impreflion that fhe was weeping ; fo, to make
fure, I kiffed her, and found her face quite wet.
I afked her why fhe wept; fhe anfwered, fhe
could not tell me, becaufe fhe did not know
herfelf. So there was an end, only I took care
not to worry her by my own wakefulnefs, and
lay a mufing of Prince Alfred in the ftreets of
Rome, till fomehow, or ever I was ware, I fell
on fleep.

I muft now mix public affairs with private,
becaufe of thofe pagans, the Danes, whom the
Eaft Anglians having with great pufillanimity
received and fet on horfeback, with lefs anxiety
for the general welfare than for their own par-
ticular fafety, they had eftablithed themfelves in
Northumbria, The news now came that the
invaders, not content with having feized the city
of York, were advancing upon us Mercians;
and, indeed, they followed fo clofely on the
heels of the news, that before we well wift they
were on the move, they had taken poffeflion of
Nottingham, which the Romans well called ¢ the
houfe of caves.” For the town is fheltered by
a huge rock, perforated with numerous caverns
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and paffages, fome of which pierce it even to
the fummit, doubtlefs wormed in it by the
people of fome obfcure age, whom, in thefe
modern times, we have altogether loft fight of ;
and there is a {pring of water above as well as
below, which makes this rock a notable ftrong-
hold in time of war, and doubtlefs will continue
to do fo while the world lafts, Now it fell, that
fo foon as the pagans had feized Nottingham, we
were all in a fore ftrait; and King Buhred fent
to my father to wit what he fhould do, and my
father’s counfel was, that he fhould afk fuccour of
Ethelred, and King Buhred faid no one was fo
fit to afk or fo likely to obtain it as my father ;
fo he fént my father to the Weft Saxon court,
and King Ethelred gave ear unto him, and pro- -
mifed to come with Alfred the prince, and the
Earl of Berks, and a great army to affift the
Mercians. Now, the pagans kept clofe quarters
all the winter; but fo foon as ever the rivers
unfroze, and the roads were pra&icable, or ere

there was a bud on the bufhes, or a bird on the

tree, we all rofe to arms. I fay we, albe I
Ethelfled only looked on with other women and
children, for we all had a pretty ftrong intereft in
theiffue ; and there were troops of men tramping
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paft our gates daily, and glad of water and
bread, and anything they could get. It was an
expenfive feafon to my father and mother, for
King Ethelred, Prince Alfred, the Earl of Berks,
and Ofric his brother, came and went to and from
us all the time of the fiege; but it was lofing
fomething to fave all, and I am fure we never
grudged them our beft; befides which, as there
was always fomething going on, they made the
houfe very pleafant. Howbeit, the pagans had
entrenched themfelves fo ftrongly in Nottingham
Caftle, that there was no diflodging.them. So
peace was made with them, forely againft our
wills, and the Weft Saxons drew off their forces
with King Buhred’s confent, feeing he could not
get them to ftay any longer.

At this time, every tongue {poke in praife of
Alfred the prince, now in his twentieth year, who
was the darling of all hearts, and certainly of
mine. This, I was going to fay, was all in an
innocent way; but I may rather affert that it
was more than that, and did me much good ;
for it is of infinite value to young perfons to be
. admirers of fome living excellence; and as to
any vain imagination of being brought into
nearer conjunétion to him than I was already, I
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ho more thought of it than of being married td
the north ftar; chiefly applying my mind to the
reconfideration of whatever fell from his lips,
which, young as he was, had moftly fomething
wifelike and farfighted in it. Thefe cogitations
I was well able to purfue while my hands were
bufy at the loom and fpindle, and their effe®
was to wean me very much from puerile things,
and make me thoughtful and womanith., How-
beit, my appearance was ftill that of what in
truth I was, a mere child. How amazed was I
to hear that there was a treaty of marriage on
foot between Alfred the prince and Ethelfwitha !
Of fome things, I was, from a child, very ob-
fervant, and refle@ed much on them; of others,
not at all. Hence it came, that had I not been
told of this proje@ted alliance, a long time
might have enfued before any of its fignals had
warned me of its coming. As it was, the
furprife and joy mazed me, fo that I believe I
fhowed not myfelf fo gladdened as in truth I
was ; efpecially as the thought of lofing Ethel-
fwitha, when it dawned upon me, diffolved me in
a thower of tears. But fhe confoled me all fhe
could, by dilating on the bleflednefs of con- -
tinually conforting with fuch a companion as
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Prince Alfred, and promifing to have me much
with her in the royal city of Reading. On my
mother’s fide, as is well known, we are of royal
defcent; therefore Ethelfwitha was no ill match
for a king’s younger brother; and as there was
no reafon for delay, the betrothal took place
fpeedily, The Earl of Berks was one of the
Prince’s fponfors; and the tranfa®ion, to my
mind, was very interefting and impofing. The '
fofter-lean was fettled, and the morgen-gift
-agreed on, which was to confift of fundry large
parcels of land for three lives, with men and
horfes thereunto belonging ; and fo much more
land for Ethelfwitha to beftow on her neareft
and deareft of her own free choice, for the term
of her life and after it; always providing that
if fhe were widowed, fhe fhould for a twelve-
month keep herfelf in the peace of God and of
the king, before fhe married again.

My father, not to be outdone, promifed to
give with her two thoufand fwine, which was
thought a good deal of by thofe whom Alfred
the prince called ““the fpinning fide,” i.e. the
female part of the houfe, Since, as every one
muft fee, this was adding gift unto gift, and
enriching that which was already of infinite



24  Chronicle of Ethelfled.

worth ; and our Saxon laws moft wifely providé
that prefents fhall univerfally come from the
other, that is, the brydcuma’s fide, where there
is anything to beftow, if it be but a hen; fince
. a man muft think a wife little worth the having
if he will not pay pretty handfomely for her,
and think her a good bargain too !

However, Alfred the prince was not to be
excelled in generofity even by my father; and
to the morgen-gift he added, over and above
the men, horfes, and land, prefents worth the
two thoufand fwine once and again: to wit,—
rings, bracelets, necklaces — one of them cu-
rioufly twifted like a ferpent—croffes, circlets,
buckles, a golden brooch fhaped like a fly;
wimples, tunics, cyrtles of filk and famite ; fine
linen, mentels, cuffian and binden,' a mirror; a
handbell ; a golden footftool ; a filver foot-
bath; fringed coverings for feats and high-
fettles ;* wallhangings worked with the Siege of
Troy ; a bed-curtain prefenting the Landing of
King Brute; a coverlet woven with golden
flowers ; another, for winter, of drefled fkins,
wondrous light and pleafant; gold and filver
and glafs cups ; pouches, purfes, curling-irons,

1 Cuffs and ribbons, 3 Heah-setle,
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—in fine, everything a royal lady could need or
with.

Now, though the morgen-gift was not due
till the day after the wedding, many of thefe
valuables arrived beforehand, in large corded
chefts, to the great dele®ation of the * {pinning
fide;” and I, among the reft, had the overfight
and the handling ‘of them, which, to a girl of
fuch tender years, was no fmall privilege. When
the prince came a courting, the Earl of Berks
was ofttimes in attendance on him; but, ftill
oftener, he came by himfelf, when leaft expe&ed,
(fave that we were always expe&ing him in our
own hearts,) and fometimes he would find
Ethelfwitha and me walking together in the
chafe, and would come fpringing towards us as
fleetly as any hart in the foreft. But, though
he would come up to us as blythe as blythe
lark, it almoft always befel that before we had
been long together, he would become as ferious
as an apoftle, and talk of graver matters than
one would have expe&ed from fo young a man,
But whatever fell from his lips was pleafant to
Ethelfwitha, and to me Ethelfled. The wed-
ding-day now drew nigh; and people were
drawing together from various parts, to be
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prefent at the feftivity ; and there was great
muftering of men, both fervile and freed, to
beat the woods for boars and wild deer; and
fnares were laid for fmaller game and fowls;
~and pits were dug to bake the meats that were
not broiled nor fodden ; and hampers of pears
and apples were brought from the orchards, and
eels from the dike, befides haddocks, fkates,
lampreys, lobfters, and oyfters, from the feas
and rivers; and facks of fine flour, and fyfters
of honey: for there was much people to be
filled.

In due courfe came the royal purveyors, to
fee if there were enow for all; and the head
purveyor faid unto my mother, “You have
enough and to fpare of everything, if fo be that
your mead run not fhort.” But my mother
faid, «“ We have enough of mead, morat, and
metheglin.”

Now, by reafon of the report of the wedding
fpreading far and wide, joculators of all forts, or
as we fay, glee-men, began.to affemble; fome
with bears, fome withi "dancing dogs, and other
fome with jugglers’ balls and inftruments of
mufic. Thefe began, beforehand, to fet up
their booths and ftages round the green, under
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the fkirts of the foreft; by reafon of whomy
our chafe, that was of late fo retired, became
rather unfafe walking. My mother would not
have me go forth, unlefs under the care of
Eadwulf the freedman, who was brave, faithful,
and good-natured. I remember, one day taking
the air with him in the woods, we came upon a
ceorl cruelly maltreating a chiht of our houfe-
hold, who by reafon of his burthen could not
requite him as he déferved. Eadwulf, without
more ado, took and bound the ceorl hand and
foot with his girdle, and laid him at length on
the ground. Having thus made him feel his
mafterdom, he ftood over him leifurely, and,
with a ftern look which he knew very well how.
to put on, faid,  There thou lies: now then,
what fhall be my will of thee? If I blind thy
thief’s eyes, I muft fine forty fhillings; if I
lame thy clumfy feet, I muft fine thirty; if I
deafen thee, twenty-five; if I break thy thumb,
twenty ; if I crop thine ears, twelve ; if I take
thy little finger, eleven ; if thy great toe, ten;
if a flice of thy Dane’s nofe, nine; if thy fore-
finger, eight; if I break thy jawbone, fix; if

~one of thy ribs, three; if I knock out one of

thy teeth, a fhilling. Go to! thou’s not worth
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a fhilling unto me, the whole bundle of thee |—
the cniht’s beyond thy reach now, fo go thy
ways, and ne’er deal the like with a poor harm-
~ lefs fellow again.”
" So faying, he undid the girdle, and let him
go free ; when the ceorl, bounding out of arms’
length, fhook his fift at him, and grinning
horribly, cried, ¢ Thou’s bound a ceorl un-
finning ; and, by the law of the land, fhouldft
fine not one fhilling, but ten, an’ I could catch
an’ keep thee!” And fo went off, reviling;
leaving Eadwulf laughing at his impotent anger,
Alfred the prince was amufed at the tranfaction
when I told him of it, and, the next time he
faw Eadwulf, gave him a mancus.

To proceed, however, to the wedding, whlch
if I were to {pin out this chapter to the length of
Gildas’s epiftle, I muft come to at laft,
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E mous difproportion between the moft
aggravated and prolonged fufferings
of this prefent life and the glory that
fhall hereafter be revealed to us, it feems to me
that were this little fpan one entire {pafm or
throe, we might gratefully fo purchafe the ever-
lafting blifs. Whereas, we very well trow that
this thorn-ftrewn path is interfperfed with many
fweet flowers, and watered with many refrefhing
ftreams, and overhung with many wholefome,
unforbidden fruits ; and that its courfe lies
through many a deep glade and cheerful
meadow, alternately in the cool fhade and genial
funfhine. ~ Well, therefore, may the holy
apoftle of old remind us that our prefent
affliions, which are but for a moment, are
working for us a far more exceeding and eternal

~ weight of glory.

] 3: HEN I, Ethelfleda, confider the enor-
K W3E
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But refle@ions fuch as thefe do not, it is true,
obtain their full mafterdom under the immediate
preflure of trials that wring from us ftrong
crying and tears. And fuch being the cafe, it is
no wonder that I Ethelfleda, then a mere child,
fhould have been forely grieved that my fifter’s
wedding dinner was fpoilt as it was. Three
days the feaft arofe; on the third day, Alfred
the prince, clad in weeds of peace, was feated at
table between my mother and Ethelfwitha, with
a circlet of gold about his head, and a golden
cup in his hand, and a fmile and cheerful faying
~ on his lips, when he fuddenly gave a fharp cry,
that made every one’s blood run cold. You
may be fure every man and woman there prefent
ftarted up or looked aghaft, thinking he was
either ftabbed or poifoned; but none were fo
amazed as was Ethelfwitha. They had both
rifen up, and he had ftaggered towards her a’
little, with his hands on her thoulders, his head
drooping, and his face and hair fteeped in a
clammy dew. Then it was that my mother,
who fays that the fame thing can never aftonie
her twice, did with all her compofed ftatelinefs
caufe him to be borne away to his chamber,
attended by my father and Ethelfwitha ; and did -
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check and allay the univerfal panic and ferment
by telling the company, truly, the prince had a
fpafm fhe had feen him taken with once before.
Having thus peaceified the aflembly, the departed
with all hafte to the prince’s chamber; and I
Ethelfled, who, if I had been lefs of a child,

thould have remained and done the honours in
her. ftead, did, by reafon of my youth, fteal away
from the confufed groups, and make for the
ante-room of the prince’s chamber, having no
accefs whereunto, I hung about for a while in the
outer gallery thereof. And, looking forth of
the lattice at the gaily prankt groups on the
green, the pavilions fluttering with ribbons, the
booths loaded with cakes, the gleemen harping
and piping, archers leaning on their long bows,
wreftlers rolling on the grafs, and children

fcrambling for nuts and halfpence,! I wondered

within myfelf, childlike, how folks could be fo
unfeeling and fo happy.
But they were not fo, in fa&, at leaft the

~ elder and more thoughtful, though I wift it not

at the time. Many were aftonied, fome in tears,
and every one anxious for tidings of the prince’s
welfare.  For he was greatly loved of all.

1 Helflinge.
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At length, my mother coming forth,compofed,
but very pale, faid, “You here, Ethelfleda? we
fhould both be in the hall.” I faid, <« Oh,
mother, what has hurt your hand? it has five
wounds on it.” She looked at them and began
to weep, faying, * The print of his nails in his
ftrong pain ; I marked them not till now.” But
fhe wiped her eyes, and went into the hall
dire&tly ; I clofe following. I remember not
much of that heavy evening, every one feemed
out of tune. Feighed mirth is heavy; and
feigned fympathy heavier. There was a min-
ftrel who did us good fervice by finging the
doleful fong of Beowulf, which, at the fpeedieft,
is three hours long. The men drew about him,
and many gerefas and thanes that pretended to
liften confulted on the expediency of taking
leave and ending the feaft. My mother began
to look harafled ; fhe whifpered to me, ¢ See if
you can glean tidings of him;” fo I went and
found the outer gallery full of yellow torch-
light and of people waiting quietly. I pafled
on through the now empty ante-chamber : Ethel-
fwitha came to the door when I tapped; fhe
faid, < He is fleeping now, help me to difengage
my veil, and be within call in my little room.”
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So I undid her veil, which had been fent from
Rome, and was as fine as goffamer, worked all
over with filver ftars ; and I unclafped her golden
flippers ; and then, having advertifed my mother
of the prince’s repofe, I obeyed my fifter’s
‘beheft, and betook myfelf into her little drefling
clofet. After a time, I heard horfes’ feet foftly
treading under the window, and looking forth,
could make out, by the light of torches, my
father bidding hufhed farewells to fundry guefts.
Still looking forth, but noting nothing, I mufed
of all that had befallen during the laft three
.days, which feemed now to have no reality in
them ; the gay carolling and winding of horns
before daydawn ; the hunters and dogs dif-
perfed over.the dewy grafs, impatient to ftart
. . . Alfred the prince ftepping forth, a gay
bridegroom from his clofet, people huzzaing,
dogs baying, horfes champing, the gay fun
fhining over all— .

Then the noontide feaft—royal and noble
guefts arriving—minftrels harping—rich gifts
prefenting— Ethelfwitha as fair as May—tables
{pread all down the hall and along the green—
others fpread in green bowers—baked meats
fmelling everywhere—wine, ale, and cyder run-

D
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ning—my mother feeing to all, and at leifure for
everything— -

The archery, the prizes, the bride on her
flowery throne ; the ruftic {ports, the mulfic.
Supper, jefting, complimenting, mirth growing
noifier ; every one full of ahemfelves, and yet
ever looking at the bridegroom and bride . . .
all at once brought to a paufe by that cxcecding
bitter cry.

In the ftillnefs of the night, I could hear one
of the guards without afk his fellow, * What
made him, wit ye, fo cry out?” The other
refponded, “ They may fay what they lift; I
take it that he was tormented of the devil.”
Mufing much of this, and of the diftinctions
between chaftifements aid temptations, I fell on
fleep or ever I was aware, with my head on my
arms and a prayer on my lips; and thereupon
had a dream, which was, indeed, but that of a
child, yet which, éor its fingularity and the im-
preflion it made upon me for a long time after-
wards, I cannot refrain from here recording.

Methought I was ftill waking, and reclining,
becaufe of my wearinefs, on an oaken fettle that
ftood over againft the cafement, when a bright
figure ftood fuddenly befide me, and faid,
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*¢ Arife up quickly !” So I did; and we paffed
through my fifter’s chamber, where fhe and the
prince lay ftrait and fiff, like two monumental
figures on an altar-tomb carven out of ftone;
and her veil of ftars, which methought fhe ftill
wore, hung nigh ungo the filver lamp, but burnt
not. For why? A watcher fate at their head,
and another at their feet, clad in long white
garments, looking holier than men, ftronger
than women, fairer than either ; and they were
keeping ward. So we left them, and paffed on
- through the outer door, that unclofed and folded
again of itfelf; and without, in the gallery,
were the lights burning dim, and men dropped
afleep after all forts of fathions ;. but, among
them here and there, fpiritual beings in orderly
array, filent and attent. At each door.and each
bed head as on we pafled, were flill other vigils
on guard; and fo we paflfed on from the chief
chambers to the low, narrowe and clofe rooms
and offices round about the courtyards beyond ;
and even here, too, amongft the tired fervants,
were other watchers. In fpecial, I marked two
in the women’s quarter leaning over a poor
wench, Athelice by name, of fearful and for-
rowful mood, and one faid foftly to the other,
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« How troubled fhe is above meafure ! ” and the
other made anfwer, ‘ Yea, but not for long.”
Then the firft faith, “’Tis a vain terror, a mere
fhadow fhe has ftarted at;” and the other faith,
““ Yea, but whileas it lafteth, *tis no mere fhadow
to her!” and fo made a crofs on her fore-
head, and its furrows difappeared. But the
brighteft watcher of them all, in appearance like
to a king, ftood by a poor efne’ that was driven
from pillar to poft from morning to night.
This angel had a pale blue ftar on his brow, and
was fo deep in thought, that he noted us not as
we pafled by. Then we came into the outer
court, into the dark glooming fhade and cool
night air; and, methought, my guide faid, *“ Go
forward, and fee the wonders of the night.” So
I went forward alone, and a little but not much
afraid, into the chafe, which foon became a
foreft with moonlit glades. But here and every-
where I encountered {piritual beings, in com-
panies or alone ; fome in inaudible difcourfe,
walking, ftanding, or lying ; fome bufied among
the leaves and flowers; and it feemed unto me, '
that every tree and herb had its gardener,
though fo fhadowy, fo filent, fo like it in col.our,

1Slave,
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as to be only with pain made out. None looked
on me, but many looked up, and I wift not
whether there were more of gravity or happinefs
in their faces. After a while, they feemed all to
look round with reverence at fome one preceding
me, and then quietly return to their labours;
but I could fee none before me. However, I
came at length to a high wall, ftill in the black-
nefs of midnight fhade, and in the wall a door,
and in the door a key; and I heard fome one
between it and me turn that key, and that door
opened and I went in. Withinfide, I could
difcern rather than fee there was a fair garden,
for I could fmell aromatic herbs and fweet
fpices, fuch as are ufed by our priefts, and the
odour of fweet flowers; and once and again my
foot caught in the tendrils of creeping plants
that feemed to grow too rankly, intermixed
with weeds. A pleafing kind of fearfulnefs
overcame me in this garden, and I went on
through a tangled foot-track that defcended
pretty fteeply to the brink of a little lone pool
or well, lying in the darknefs of brightnefs. It
looked fo cool and pure, that I took fome of .
the water in my hand to drink, but it tafted
bitter ; and I flooped over it to look in its clear
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depths, expecting to fee myfelf refle®ed in it;
but, inftead thereof, lo! another face, not mine
own! And I trembled, and awoke.

. . . There was Ethelfwitha ftanding over
me, looking haggard in the grey light of dawn;
and fhe faid, ¢ Poor child, forrow hath made
you heavy.to .flumber; fend me my women,
and go you and fleep on your bed.”

So I did as fhe bade me, and fank into
dreamlefs fleep ; for, indeed, I was new to night
‘ watching. The bufy throng foon difperfed ;
and the prince, making out from his leeches
that they knew not what ailed him, and could
give no certitude of fpeedy recovery, gat up
from his couch, faying, * Then Pll bear it as
beft I may.” And calling me to him, he took
from his veft a little note-book full of wifelike
fentences and faws of Scripture, whereon he
loved to look, though he was not fluent at
reading ; and he bade me write therein a faying

of Ethelfwitha's, which had much pleafed him,

—<¢ Jefus hurts but to heal.” Having fulfilled

his beheft, I returped it unto him; when, re-

garding it admiringly, he faid, ¢« Thou’rt the

feateft little fcribe in Chriftendom or Kent! I

will give you my filver pen.” '
* * « . .
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It came to pafs after thofe days, that our
country had no ret. Without, were fightings ;
within, were fears. We were tried and put to
the proof every way; in affaults, in fieges, in
pillagings, in the burning of our houfes, in the
deftru&ion of our crops, in the peril of our lives.
What wretchednefs did thofe pagans, the Danes,
occafion! yea, what wearinefs of living; yea,
what difficulty to live! I have known rulers in
high places as hard put to it in thofe days for a
dinner, as were the princes of Samaria during
the fiege, when an afs’s head fold for fourfcore
pieces of filver; and though a man were liable
to the heels-fang or neck-catch if he gave his
fervants flelhmeat on a faft day, meat of all
forts was fo hard to come by, that I fancy the
rule was never lefs obferved, except upon com-
pulfion, for all ate a hearty meal when they.
could. As for the lower fort, they were fain to
feethe pottage of ramps, crefles, and refufe, fuch
as, in common, only the fwine would eat; and
would hardly, I think, have refufed ftrong drink,
though a moufe or weafel had died in it, in fpite
of the penalty ; for what efcaped the troops of
Tema, the companies of Sheba licked up ; of
Hubba, that is, and Hingmar, his brother, the
fons of Lodbrog the Dane. It would feem they
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. had come up from their place in the North, as
Gog and Magog in the prophecy of Ezekiel,
with all their bands, into the land of unwalled
villages, and to them that were at reft and
dwelling fafely, to take a fpoil, and to take a
prey, and to carry away filver, and gold, and
goods, and much cattle.

In thofe days was it feelingly to be experi-
enced, in the words of the holy Shepherd-king,
that it is better to fall into the hands of God
than of man; for albeit the famine and pefti-
lence had been hard to bear, the war was much
worfe. Thefe infidel wretches embittered the
very morfel between our teeth, fcouring the
country like troops of wolves, violently taking
away our flocks and feeding thereof, driving
away the afs of the fatherlefs, and taking the ox
of the widow, turning the needy out of doors,
and caufing the naked to lodge without cover-
ing; infomuch that they were wet with the
fhowers from the mountains, and conftrained to
burrow in caves and holes of the earth, of to
rooft in the foreft for fhelter. As for ourfelves,

. . to-day there would not be a man on the
premifes ; every foul of them fluttered like
fparrows from corn ; anon, like the fparrows to
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their meat, they come back again, every man
with his hart or roebuck, or maybe a handful of
them with a wild boar; and fo we eat and are
refrefhed, till a cry comes fooner or later of
“The Danes!” Howbeit, I am running on
too faft, into the middle and latter part of the
year, and muft return for a Jittle to the beginning
of the fpring, after my fifter’s marriage, when
the clods of the valley began to fhow their
tender blades, and the primrofe and celandine to
peer forth on the banks, and jack-i’-the-hedge
to fhow his faucy face along the bypaths; and
the jays and ftarlings to chatter, and the wry-
necks to pipe, and the rooks to utter their hoarfe
notes. I had fhot up very faft, of late, into a

- mere cornftalk, and had, I think, a little out-

grown my ftrength; add to which, I had

.applied fomewhat too clofely to a wall-hanging I

was working for Ethelfwitha, fo that I loft my
health a little, and was dull and forry of cheer:
but my mother thought I fhould clear up in the
fpring ; howbeit, I did not. The fubje& of my
hanging, which was lovely, I will here defcribe.
It was the flight into Egypt, which has always
had fomewhat about it very paftoral and pleafant
to my mind. Jofeph and Mary would, no
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queftion, fhun the walled towns and populous
villages, and trace their way through the moft
fylvan and fequeftered paths. How pleafant to
camp out, in that warm climate, under date
trees and palm trees, out of reach of the enemy,
fleeping on honeyfuckle banks, croffing brooks,
refting in cool valleys, and dining under hedges!
. . I depi&ted them, to the beft of my ability,
halting at one of thefe ruftical refting-places ;
the afs turned loofe to graze, Jofeph dipping
water from the fpring, Mary fetting out their
frugal repaft, and the Holy Child looking with
grave ferenity at two pieces of wood, fallen over
one another in the form of the crofs. It wasa
delightfome fubje@; only that I Ethelfled wift
not how to make the rivulet look as if it wound
away into the diftance; it would go up into the
fky. I thought about it and dreamed about it,
and I think over-application to it made me ill
of cheer, but my mother thought I had taken
the lung-ail, and dieted me on cheftnuts and
honey ; but this doing me no good, fhe made
out that I was bewitched ; and in the following
manner. :
Straying one morning in the cow paftures,
! Confumption.
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hunting for the firft primrofes, there comes me a
pretty white doe, flitting among the bare trees,
and prefently trots from the brake clofe up to
my fide. I hold out my hand, which it licks;
and to my furprife I note a leathern bottle tied
about its neck with a thong. On handling the
fame, I find fome drops of four milk hardened
about its mouth, and guefs whofoever hath tied
it about the doe’s neck muft depend on it, fome-
how, for a fupply. Remembering Elijah and
the ravens, I tempt the doe towards the dairy,
feed “it with crumbs, and fill the bottle with
milk ; whereon it trots away as though its
miffion were fulfilled. Day after day it returns
with the empty creche, which I as conftantly
replenifh ; and at length I am avifed to track
the pretty creature into the woods. Having
now become friendly with me, it ambled ona
little in advance, oft ftopping for me and then
trotting on again, till it had led me much
further than I reckoned on, quite beyond my
knowledge, and far away from home. At
length I became fcared, doubting how I fhould
find my way back, and apprehenfive of fome
falvage beaft rufhing out upon me; . . . as for
the more harmlefs fort, we fcattered herds of
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them, right and left. All at once we reach a
glooming brake, with dead men’s bones whiten-
ing among the grafs, as though fome death
ftruggle had occurred there long ago; and in the
midft a prodigious huge gnarred oak, of unac-
countable age, and emboft with mofs; in the
hollow of which cowers or crouches an old
woman, a gnawing of her arm, as it feemed to
me, and muttering in a ftrange, eldrich fafhion,
“ What ho, Thor! what ho, Odin! Bring back
my little lad ... Did he then? Lordfake,
who'd mind a child? What wouldft have?
here’s feverfew, thyme, an’ honey — indeed
purflane’s wanting . . . . oh! oh!” And
feeing the doe trot up to her, fhe clafped her
fkinny arms about its neck, undid the bottle
with trembling hands, drained it as though fhe
were famithing, and then fell to kiffing and
hugging the doe as though fhe were crazy,
which indeed fhe was. Her face was more like
that of a man’s than a woman’s, more like a
fiend’s than either; her fkin like old brown
leather, eyes red as ferrets, with grifly hair
falling over them. Nor had I a doubt, hearing
her name the names of the Danifh gods, but
that fhe was a wicca or witch; and, in my
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fearfulnefs, making a little ruftling noife which
caught her ears, the ftarted up, caught fight of
me, and was about to fall on me, when a favage
growl from behind, followed by the fpring of a
huge, hairy, dark body over my head, towards
her throat, fo fkeared me as that I fell lifelefs to
the ground. When I recovered, there was
Eadwulf’s great black and tawny bloodhound
licking my face, and Eadwulf himfelf, with eyes
as red as his hair, coming up all panting. His
firft greeting was, “ Tell ’ec what, miftrefs . .
thou’s led me a pretty dance; and may I be
hung for a Danes’ fpy if e’er I let thee out
o fight of us all, fo long together again!”
He'd been crying, I think ; and I was fomewhat
cowed, fo ’companied him homewards quietly
enow, without faying, as I fometimes did when
he chode me, “Where’s the harm?” or “Where’s
the wrong ?”

Some forefters, whom we met by the way,

- reported old Mulla, as they called her, to be a

harmlefs maniac, whom the pagans had bereft
of her wits by flaying her fons; howbeit, my
mother apprehended her to have fomewhat of
malign power about her; and feeing me much
fluttered by the encounter, would have it I was



46 Chronicle of Ethelfled.

bewitched. An afhen bough was therefore
placed over my pillow, and Gunfried, the wife
woman, was called in. As for the doe, I regret
to relate that the poor harmlefs creature was
chafed away by the ferfs, who held it to be little
better than its miftrefs.

I had a fecret fear of one who, like Gunfried,
was reported to have fome myfterious infight
into bodily and mental difeafes; which left me,
however, the moment I faw her; for fhe was
the keeneft, yet gentleft and fwecteft looking
old woman I ever fet eyes on. She took me
readily in hand, and made much of certain herbs
which, to be of any good to me, I muft gather
at daydawn myfelf; to wit, white horehound,
hyflop, brownwort, parfley, rue, and gfound—
fel ; of each twenty pennyweights, feethed in a
fyfterful of old ale till half boiled away; of
which I was to drink a neapful cold every
morning fafting, and in the evening as much
warm. To colle& the roots and frefh leaves,
fhe and I footed it together over the early dew
many a May morning; and, whether owing to
the frefh air or to her medicine, I became quite
firong and well. Many a wife leflon did fhe
teach me of the goodnefs and glory of God, as
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fet forth in the properties of this and that herb
and flower; and many a lovely tale did fhe tell
me, that carried me quite out of myfelf. On
my putting it to her, one day, why the herbs, to
do me any good, muft be gathered by my own
hands, fhe, {miling, made anfwer,—

¢ There are many things which, to be of any
good to you, muft be done by yourfelf. You
muft pray for yourfelf, you muft fleep for
yourfelf, you muft eat for yourfelf. Can my
having a full meal afford any nourifhment to
you, wit ye? We muft all walk along the
ftrait path ourfelves, if we would wonne through
the gate at the further end of it.” :

I have often fince thought, how fad to be old
Mulla! how happy to be old Gunfried! There
was everything about the one to make old age
fearfome ; there was nothing about the other to
make old age otherwife than pleafant.

Now, ever fince my encounter with old
Mulla, my walks had been more guarded and
circumfcribed. For fome time, fave with Gun-
fried, Eadwulf, or fome of our own women, I
ftirred not. Howbeit, as habit bates fenfe of
danger, and over-charge is onerous, I gradually
became lefs watchful -and watched, and made
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long progrefles in and about the woods on foot,
attended only by the wolfdog Bran. One day
we met a prodigious large wolf, who had fcarce
glared on me with his red, hungry eyes, when
Bran throttled him and laid him dead at my
feet. I was fo pleafed with myfelf for being no
more fcared than I was, that it was the greateft
effort to me to refrain from bragging of it on
my return home; howbeit, I abftained, that is,
for three days, left my walks fhould thereon be
forbidden. At the end of that time my natural
_fincerity made the concealment extremely bur-
thenfome unto me; and, as the Pfalmift ex-
prefles it, “my heart was hot within me.”
Howbeit, it feemed fo ftupid and fthameful then
to reveal a matter I had already made a fecret
of,, that I could not bear to tell it, except to my
confeflor, to whom I mentioned it in confeffion,
but fo flightly, and, as it were, in parenthefis,
that I much think the old man never heard it at
all. Howbeit, I got abfolution, which peaceified
me at the time, though, in the end, neither that
nor my old ¢ Where’s the wrong ?” proved of
any avail; and I refrain not from faying that
fince I have come to mature years, I have done
penance for that little fault.
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However, the fecret . . . (I pray thee, reader,
bear awhile with my garrulity,) the fecret, I fay,
was not to be fo kept, whether I would or no.
Previous to the appearance of the wolf, I had
been knitting bluebells about Bran’s ‘neck with
an azure twine ; and the very next time we three
went that way together—FEadwulf, Bran, and I,
Bran pulled Eadwulf by the fkirt of his fkin
hunting-frock, to the place where the dead wolf
lay, and looked up in his face, as much as to
afk whether he had not done a clever thing.
The moment Eadwulf faw it, he cries, ¢ Hey!
here’s been death-work! This twine is thine,
miftrefs '—I marked it, laft week, in thine hand.
Did  the wolf, then, fly at thee?” I haftily
cried, ¢ Dear Eadwulf, it did ;—but don’t tell.
It did me no harm, you fee.” He ftood
mufing, and looking on me awhile, the blue
twine ftill in his hand, and then delivered him-
felf thus:—<¢ Don’t tell,” thou fays, miftrefs?

“and, ¢ it has done thee no harm?’ Has it done
thee no harm, miftrefs, if it comes to ¢ Dox’t
tell > Why, thou’s putting a rope round thine
own neck, and giving me the other end of it.
I've only to fay, Wolf, or to growl a little, or to

fay, I wifh I had a piece of twine,—to make
E
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thee ready to kill me!...I cares for thee,
miftrefs, as thou wert mine own daughter;
howbeit, let it be as thou wilt. ... An thou
bids me, I’ll not tell.”

So, of courfe, I confented to make no fecret
of the matter any longer; and all the better,
I think, for my own heart and foul. Trifle
as it was, I have often fince remembered the
wolf.

I know not whether I were at this time what
is ordinarily thought comely. Ethelfwitha was
always fo much more prized than myfelf, that
I thought as little of myfelf as the reft did,
and never much troubled the mirror. In footh,
I was apt to take too little rather than too
much thought of what I thould put on; and left
the charge of my hair, which was now very
long, entirely to my women, who feemed to me
to fpend a good deal more time than they
needed to have done, in fmoothing and trifling
with it. But the fenfation was pleafant and
foothing, and left me to purfue my own
thoughts ; fo I never hurried them. My father
called me his apple-bloflom; and, one day, I
heard fome one fay, to another one, without
thinking I noted him...f{omewhat about...
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“Sweet as the breath of morning.” . . ’Tis
firange how we remember fuchlike things.
. . . . *

About this time, for as young as I was, my
marriage with the Earl of Berks became the
common report; not that I had feen much of
- him. He was a brave man, with a face like an
owl; and I muft fay, I fhould have preferred
his younger brother. However, it was, of
courfe, quite out of the queftion to think of the
latter, fince, though noble, he had not forty
hides of land, and could not fit in the witena-
gemot. The earl his brother was goodhearted,
but fomewhat tedious. He fang a fong at the
prince’s wedding, that, had he not been who he
was, every one would have loft patience with.
Notwithftanding which, had we been efpoufed,
I could have found it in my heart to be unto
him a good wife ; but, on the whole, am thank-
ful it went otherwife. My mother thought me
too young ; my father thought, if twere delayed
too long, it might, in fuch unfettled times, never
come to pafs at all. Had he had his will,
I Ethelfled might not now be writing this
chronicle.

However, the lamentable event which de- .
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prived me of my intended hufband, demands
a new book,—not to fay a better and more
moving writer than my moft contemptible felf.
Nor is it to be fuppofed that I fhould ever have
attempted to preferve, by my mean pen, events
fo worthy of a much better narrator, had it
feemed likely that, in the much greater im-
portance men attach to themfelves and their
own fayings and doings than to thofe of other
people, any other chronicler would addrefs him-
felf to my tafk, or, if he did, be able to make
half fo much of it as I can,



BOOK IIL

LREADY have I, Ethelfled, recorded,
in my unconnected and unwifelike
gi fathion,' that as foon as the winter
broke up we began to be haraffed by

the Danes. In thofe evil days, there was no
fafety to be relied on in religious houfes; for
thefe relentlefs pagans cared not a whit for con-
fecrated ground, but pillaged and burned abbeys
and monafteries all along the coaft. When I
confider what the ftate of England then was, I
think that, let things hereafter fall out as ill as
they may, they can never be much worfe than
they then were; or at leaft, not till the end of
the world, when we know that a greater conteft
will enfue between the powers of light and dark-
nefs than has ever yet befallen, My father,

! Thefe felf-depreciating expreflions continually occur in the monkifh
chronicles, and are not fo much to be taken for indications of humility as
for ornamental figures of fpeech, or what were meant for fuch,
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with the concurrence of Alfred the prince, con-
veyed my mother and myfelf, with all our
women, to a certain tower or ftronghold, built
by the Romans, of three ftoreys in height, with
a winding ftair, fuch as we have not yet fkill to
build; and belonging to the Earl of Berks.
Herein we found not only the earl’s mother and
fifters, but our own dear Ethelfwitha ; together
with as many women and children as could be
crammed within the walls; to fay nothing of
fheep, oxen, calves, goats, and fowls, that were
the neceffary but difagreeable companions of our
confinement. Here, however, we were thankful
to enfafe ourfelves; while the pagans advanced
upon the royal vill of Reading, and fcoured the
country for plunder. They were attacked and
beaten by the Earl of Berks in a very fierce
battle at Englefield Green, four miles from
Windfor ; and one of their notable and deteft-
able chiefs was flain by the earl’s own hand, to
the great elation of us all; I catching the tone
from his mother and fifters, and vainglorying
with the beft of them. Short was our triumph:
four days afterwards, King Ethelred and Alfred
the prince attacked them like lions at Reading,
but were repulfed ; and the brave earl of Berk- -




Chronicle of Ethelfled. 535

fhire' was flain. The grief of his mother and
fifters was endlefs ; but, what was very moving,
they conceived that my lofs was greater than
theirs, which in verity it was not, though for
company’s fake I wept very plentifully. Alfred
the prince worked off his grief and rage in the
beft way poflible for us all, by attacking the
pagans four days thereafter in the moft infuriate
manner, at Afton in Berkfhire; not fupported
on this occafion, I am forry to fay, in the way
he thould have been, by the king his brother,
who took to his prayers in a very queftionable
manner, though quoting the precedent of Mofes
and the children of Amalek. Sorry fhould I
be, the head of a religious houfe, and of con-
fiderable reputation for my piety, to fay any
thing detrimental to the chara&ter and motives
of a prince held in fo great efteem by the
clergy ; and the power which an author poffeffes
of beftowing untold-of celebrity or obloquy upon
thofe who come under their judgment, fhould
make him or her extremely careful how it is
exprefled ; efpecially in a matter fo private and
facred as prayer: but the more we hold by the
real thing, the more jealous we are of its fimu-
1 Many counties were called fhires before Alfred’s reign,
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lation; and when King Ethelred might have
been on his knees all night, and availing himfelf
of many cafual opportunities afterwards, *twas a
fhame of him, I think and will fay, when day
brake, to perfift in keeping in his tent, and leave
his brother to bear the burthen and heat of the
day. The end of it was, that as Ethelred would
in no cafe come out, Alfred the prince got all
the glory as well as the toil ; for he winnowed
the Danes like chaff, and though the ground was
very difadvantageous to him, he drove them off
it completely, and purfued them towards their
head quarters till dark. :

I fhall never forget the gladlike found of hlS
horn winding under our window that night!
He had come all acrofs the country at the price
of immenfe fatigue after fuch a day, and reached
our ftronghold a few hours before daybreak.
Ethelfwitha, ftarting from her fleep befide me,
cries, “ That’s his horn !” and puts her head out.
He cries from below, ¢ Have you a corner in
the tower, think you, for me?” She makes
anfwer, “I hardly think we have . . . wait a
little while ; we will fee ;”—and, drawing in her
head, haftily commences drefling, and I do the
fame; concerting between us all the while, how
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we may beftow him with any convenience.
Meantime, dogs bark, men begin to wake and
ftart to their arms; and, by the time we gain
the common hall, all is aftir and in confufion.
We unfpar the door, Alfred the prince comes in,
gay and yet toilworn, and in the firft place
ftumbles over fundry fotha of firewood that lie
within the threfhold, then falutes Ethelfwitha,
makes for the hearth, and talks and laughs while
we revive the dying embers and warm fome
cakes and ale; finally, falls afleep on a treffel,
without miffing pallia or cortinas. We did not
fee him again of long time.

A fortnight after this, King Ethelred and
Alfred the prince fought the pagans at Bafing,
but were routed by them, to our great difmay
and forrow. As one misfortune commonly treads
on the heels of another, it came to pafs that
King Ethelred thereafter fell fick, took to his
bed, and died, to the great regret of the monks,
in fpite of their faul-fceat.® They buried him
in Wimborne Minfter, within the walls; which,
indeed, was once a common privilege enough,
though now, from a regard to common fenfe
and care for the general health, it hath become

 Money paid to the clergy when a death occurred. ‘
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reftri®ed to the clergy, and to perfons of notable
godly lives. Much people affembled to accom-
pany his exequies, and many tears were fhed for
him by the priefts. If I fhould alfo add, by the
people, it would found well, but would not be
the truth, which a woman of my notorious fin-
cerity is bound to fpeak at all times unlefs fhe
holds her peace. Nor can I aver that his death
was more regretted by myfelf than the demife
of any crowned head muft needs be by every

loyal fubje&, which fometimes is very little ; our -

affections not being under our own control, but
depending greatly on the conduét and charaéer
of others. This event was indeed one of thofe
difpenfations which deferve much more thankful-
nefs than forrow, both from the kingdom in
general and my own family in particular ; for
hereupon Alfred the prince became Alfred the
king, and my mother’s dream refpecting the
exaltation of Ethelfwitha was verified, which I
mentioned at the beginning of this chronicle,
and which, furely, no one reading with the leaft
attention can have forgotten ; but if they have,
they had better look back for it. That the
honour and glory of this acceflion to the throne
migh® not puff us up with dangerous exulta-
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tion, it was wifely ordained that the honour and
glory fhould for a time be extremely little, and
that no other advantage whatever fhould come
of it, but on the contrary, harafling cares, deadly
danger, and oppreffive refponfibility. For the
pagans, like fnakes that have been fcotched but
not killed, were now fwarming round us with
horrid fury ; and, poflfefled with the idea that
Alfred the king could make no head againft
them now that his brother was defun&, did
abfolutely fubftantiate the fame by giving him a
defperate beating at Wilton Hill. I have heard
clerkly men who had ftudied at Rome tell of
fome famous heathen prince or deity, I forget
which, who every time he was thrown to the
ground gathered frefh firength; and thus it
feemed to fare with Alfred the king, who, in the
words of the prophet Micah, might exclaim,
“ Rejoice not over me, O mine enemy : when I
fall, I fhall arife.” However, the wicked and
unholy anfwer which the Danes would feem to
make in their hearts was, “ And if you do, you
fhall fall again ;” {o the only queftion to be fettled
was, who fhould hold out the longeft ; or, as we
fay in playing at fcaccorum, which fhould get
the laft move,
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This moft tirefome warfare, which might have
been fettled as well by one trial of ftrength as
by fifty, to the great faving of life, trouble, time,
temper, arms, and wearing apparel, continued
throughout the fummer and great ~part of the
autumn ;’ when fome providential fuccefles ac-
corded to Alfred the king, who by this time
had learnt feelingly enough that viétory came
not by his own arm, fince #hat he never fpared,
—fome providential fuccefles, I fay, enabled him
to get the upper hand of the pagans for a while,
and to make his own terms with them, which
were, that they fhould immediately depart out of
his coafts. And though they, with that difre-
gard for all good faith, and habitude of men-
dacity for which thefe unbaptized wretches are
above all unconverted people diftinguithed, only
drew off to London, to enfconce themfelves
there comfortably through the winter, till the
fighting feafon returned; yet this paufe, this
breathing time, was very refrefhing to our fouls.
As faith good Zacharye, we had “helth fro’ oure
enemyes, and fro’ the honde of alle men that
hatiden us ;” and we had time to look about us
and recover ourfelves, and lay our plans, and
threfh our corn, and fow a little wheat during

¢
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the open weather, and evett to make merry a
little; but above all, to look up to heaven and
pray. It feemed as though heaven wete liften~
ing to us, now that the earth was filent, and that
the voice of devout fupplication had all the
greater means of being heard, About this time,
Ethelfwitha brought forth the firft of her many
children, who was called Ethelfleda, after myfelf,
which I always held to be a very pleafing com-
pliment.,  Alfred the king now began to feel
himfelf a king in right earneft; and the court
being more like a court than it had behoved to.
be for fome time, and my long promifed vifit to
it being remembered, I was fummoned by my
good fifter to hold my goddaughter at the font,
and fpend the remainder of the winter in Win-
chefter ; which fummons I right readily obeyed.

Having lived a removed life the greater num-
ber of my days, which were none of the longett,
I had indulged in many a dream by day and by
mght of the delicioufnefs of a court life, the
which I now looked to fee vetified ; but it turned
out quite differently from what I had expeéted,
fave as regarded Ethelfwitha’s affe¢tion and
kindnefs. In the firft place, Alfred the king was
king after a very different fort from King
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Ahafuerus, of whom we are told that he gave 2
feaft unto his people that lafted a hundred and
fourfcore days ; after which, he and his intimates
did nothing but drink the fieet and eat the fat
- for feven days more, under heall-wahrifts of
blue, fine linen, and purple. Alfred the king
ruled after a very different fathion. Gladlike
would he have been, fuch was the largenefs
of his heart and his tendernefs for the poor, ta
have had the wherewithal to feaft his fubjeds,
from the greateft unto the leaft, for a hundred
and eighty days, or even for one day,—to have
fet the wine and ale running, and had an ox
roafted whole in every town and thorp. No
fuch days for lavifh expenditure had he; more
the pity ! Every man was thankful for a meal
when he got it, without inquiring too curioufly
when he fhould have another. Holy Neot,"
indeed, who was then much at court and for ever
preaching to and at the king, did enlarge much
on his hardnefs of heart in not relieving every
cafe of diftrefs that came in his way, and when-
foever he had an ache or pain, infifted that it was
a judgment upon him: but I trow the good man,
who could be both fweet and bitter, rather ex-
ceeded in this matter, though with perfe® good
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intention ; and, had he himfelf been in the young
king’s place, would have found it hard to do
more than he did. In truth, who ever did as
much, one way and another? He was ever
wakeful, ever careful, ever afoot, ever crowding
into his little breathing time whatfoever he could
for the benefit of his kingdom.

Howbeit, the more he deferved men’s con-
fidence and commendation, the lefs he feemed to
_ think of his own merits. He never appeared to
meafure himfelf by this and that perfon, or to
think, ¢ Of how much more worth am I than
King Buhred!” or king any other ; but to have
fome invifible, indwelling ftandard, to which he
never could come up. As to his devotions, he
not only attended all the daily fervices of the
church, and received the holy communion every
‘morning, but he often arofe by night to pray
alone and unfeen. Now this courfe of life, fo
full of bufinefs, care, and forethought, had in the
fpace of a few months already made King Alfred
a very different man from what he was when he
kifled Ethelfwitha at the caftle gate; and the
inceflant ftrain on his mind made him look
many years older than he was; fo that I was
altogether difappointed of regaining the merry
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companion who had helped me to empty the
honeypot and to tell ftories of Morvidus and
Goémaggot. . In place of this was fome one
wifer, -bufier, graver, yet. far dearer to thofe who
knew him, of whom it might literally be faid,
that happy were his men, happy were his fer-
vants, which ftood continually before him, and
heard the words of his mouth. As to his thirft
for knowledge, it was infatiable. I muft con-
fefs, that in all this time he had not yet found
leifure to learn to read with anything like
fluency, fave from a little Pfalter he had carried
in his bofom from boyhood,! the words in which,
from continual application to them, he knew at
fight. Howbeit, he caufed others to read to
him continually, myfelf among the reft, whom
he thought fit to commend for a pleafant voice ;
and hence it cometh that there is no word, even
the longeft, that I cannot with the utmoft cer-
tainty read off. This is an accomplifhment that
Ethelfwitha would gladly have fhared with me ;
however, fhe never gave the fame time and mind
to it, having fo many other ways of pleafing
herfelf and the king, and fo many other duties

1 ¢ Clerc he was good enow, an’ yet, as telleth me,
He was mo’ than ten years old ere he conned his a, b, ¢.”
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to attend to; nor is there need for a queen to
read at fight, or have ftzfen-craft! like a bifhop
or abbefs. Thofe wifelike clercs, however, who
behoved to be then or afterwards the moft fre-
quently exercifed in this office, not only on
account of their fluency, but of their natural and
acquired wifdom, beyond what a woman has any
opportunity of afcertaining, whether fhe has in
her or not,—were Werefrith, bithop of Wor-
cefter, a man moft excellently fkilled in holy writ,
whom the king has empldy’ed to tranflate Pope
Gregory’s Dialogues- into Saxon ;—Plegmund,
archbithop of Cantérbury, a devout and fcho-
larick man ;—Ethelftan and Werewolf, the
king’s chaplains, both of them erudite and pious,
and of great fervice to myfelf in many things,
efpecially in acquiring the rudiments of Latin;
howbeit, they were too exclufively churchlike, if

an abbefs may fay fo; all Mercian men;—

Grimbald, provoft of St. Omer’s;—John the

prieft ;—and laft, not leaft, the king’s coufin,

holy Neot, who was frequently about the court,

{cattering feed, as he faid, by the way-fide, and

trying to make the dry bones live. I remember,

in {pecial, one evening, when the king was indif-
1 The art of letters,

F
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pofed and lying on his couch, after having been
bled by advice of his leech, we heard a buftle
without, and, on afking at the king’s defire what
it meant, were told that Neot had juft arrived.
He had come, not with any pomp or retinue,
but afoot, like the holy apoftles, after preaching
by the way in towns, villages, caftles, and in the
open country : as it is written, A mule for the
prieft, a mare for the bithop, and his own
fandalled feet for the faint.” There was never!
any aflumption of fan&ity about him, but the
good man had a kind of natural dignity of

carriage, and a mien which carried with it the .

beauty of holinefs whether he would or no; add
to which, he had a penetrating yet gentle look, a
clear fkin, a good eye, and fomething in his
general afpect that was very engaging. Though
he took no more heed to his looks than a man
of his age and profeflion was likely to do, yet
Nature kept her own; and the goodnefs of his
afpe&, which fpare living improved rather than
impaired, was the true counterpart of the difpofi-
tion that dwelt within. He was wont, by reafon
_ of his conftant prayerfulnefs, wherever he fate,

1 We have no means of comparing this account with the life of Neot
in the Cottonian Manufcripts.

|
———— i
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unconftioufly to hold his hands turned up on his
knees ; as, indeed, I have read, was the habitude
of another good man, to wit, King Ofwald, who
died praying for his enemies: whence the com-
mon and well known proverb, “Lord, have
mercy on their fouls! as quoth Ofwald, falling
to the ground.”

Holy Neot, being brought, at the king’s com-
mandment, into the royal chamber, cried, < My
fon, I am grieved to find you ill at eafe; they
have acted indifcreetly to ufe the ®der-feax® on
the fourth day of the new moon, which, we have
Archbifhop Theodore’s word for it, is highly
dangerous. However, our prayers may avert
the evil confequences, as did thofe of good
Bithop John in the cafe of the nun Coenberga.
I had hoped to find you fufficiently at eafe to
take pleafure in hearing me read fome portion
of the manufcript of the venerable Bede, which
you charged me to procure for you.” .

« Have you brought it ?” cries the king, half
raifing himfelf on his couch; ¢ begin at once
then, if it liketh you ; for, if it doth not find me
eafy, it may leave me fo. Let me look at it,
and handle it a little, though I cannot read it.”

1 Vein-knife, i.e, lancet, which they ufed very clumfily,
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Thereupon Neot took the book, which was a
thick one, from his veft, and ftepped with it to
the king, who turned it over and over, and then
gazed on it awhile, with much complacence;
and I obferved the contra&ion of his brow
gradually difappear as he did fo; nor did it
return all the while Neot was with us. So
precious is the love of letters, even though it be
a love without knowledge, in its power of taking
us out of ourfelves.

The good Neot, after a little prefatory dif-

‘courfing, commenced reading with great untion:

the king infifting on his fitting upon a fetl at
his fide. The outfet I did not much note ; there
was fomewhat, I remember, about the pains the
venerable man had been at to fecure informa-
tion, orally and in writing ; and much about
the thape and fize of this our ifland, its being
ftocked with game and fowls, grain, vines, and
all manner of trees; and its being engirt with
falt feas, containing feals, dolphins, whales, and
all manner of fithes,

After this, came fomewhat about the landing
of Julius Cafar ; and this and that battle; and
this and that herefy; and at length the writer
behoved to tell how the Britons, fore preft by »
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their enemies the Pics and Saxons, (that’s our-
felves,) fent to Gaul to requeft aid of good
Bithop Germanus. What followed was very
favoury and edifying. It feems that it was
about Lent, when the good' Bifhop came over;
and he took advantage of that holy feafon to
ply the people much with exhortations and
fermons ; infomuch that they, pricked at heart
for their ungodlinefs and departure from the
faith, flocked in crowds to him to be baptized.
A little ruftical church was haftily erected of
wattles and green boughs, in the midft of the
camp ; the foldiers were foremoft among the
newly converted; and, whereas they were of
late the vi&ims of defpondency and defpair,
they now were, to a man, animated with faith
and courage. The fcouts announcing the im-
mediate approach of the enemy, Germanus
declared to the Britons that he himfelf would
be their leader. He viewed the country round
- about, and drew up his inexperienced troops in
a hilly field, ftill known as Maes Garmon, the
field of Germain. A multitude of fierce
enemies foon appeared, whom, as foon as Ger-
manus defcried, making for the field in orderly
array, he inftruéted his men fimultaneoufly to
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repeat his war-cry, whatever it might be, in a
loud voice, directly he fhould give the word ;
and, the enemy advancing fecure-like, as thinking
to take them by furprife, the bifhop thrice cried
out “ Hallelujah !” The hills immediately fent
back the echo of his men’s voices on all fides,
which reverberated from rock to rock, and made
it feem as though every cleft and chafm held its
ambuth of warriors; nay, as though the very
fkies took up the cry: and the enemy, ftruck
with fudden dread, and believing themfelves
hemmed in by an innumerable multitude, fled
in diforder, cafting away their arms as they
went, that they might run the lighter. Many
were {wallowed up by the river which lay acrofs
their path, into which they madly caft them-
felves in their precipitate and witlefs flight ; and
their {poils were gathered up by the Britons,
who remained mafters of the field, without the lofs
of a fingle man.

“1I think, my fon,” fays Neot, clofing his
book, ¢ that, not to fpeak irreverently, here is
one of the fineft viGories related in hiftory,
fince Jehofhaphat went forth with his people
againft the army that was like the fand on' the
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fea-fhore for multitude. And yet how little we
hear it talked of now! Juft becaufe the Britons
beat us, and we Saxons were beaten. May many
fuch a viGory as this,—undertaken, I mean, in
the fame faith and fpirit,—be written in our
annals.”

¢« And did the Saxons make head againft them
afterwards 2” inquired the king.

“ By no means,” returned Neot.  The man
of God, having thus won the day by faith with-
out force, fettled the affairs of the ifland and
eftablithed general tranquillity. He then left the
country, followed by the bleflings of a recon-
verted and grateful people. Is it not in Bede ?”

“I with I could beat the Danes as eafily,”
quoth the king. I believe I might cry Halle-
lujah to them throughout the longeft day, with-
out making any impreffion on them.”

¢ Germanus did not cry Hallelujah to tbem,”
returned Neot; it was in a very different
quarter, my fon, that he looked to make an
impreflion. We read, in Chronicles, of the
fun’s ruddy fhining on pools of water being
made the inftrument of falvation to a people
that called on their God. Another time, a great
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hoft was difcomfited by the found of a going in
the tops of fome mulberry trees.”

““What was that other victory you were
fpeaking of,” interrupted the king, ¢ that was
obtained by a man with a long name ?”

¢ Jehothaphat, king of Judah,” returned Neot.
“ A man of God obtained accefs to him, and
bade him have no fear of the multitude that
was coming up againft him; ¢for,” quoth he,
¢ the quarrel is not yours, but the Lord’s. To-
morrow morning, go down againft them, as they
come up by the cliff :—you will find them at
the end of the brook, hard by the wildernefs—
and ye fhall have no need to fight your own
battle. You have kept unto God, and He will
keep unto you. Stand flill, when you have fet
yourfelves in array, and ye fhall fee what is the
manner of His falvation, when He takes a matter
in hand.” So the king did as he was bidden.
In the grey of the morning, he ftood by the
- way-fide overlooking his hoft, as it filed paft him,
twelve hundred thoufand ftrong, in orderly
array, every man hearty, faithful, and full of
cheer ; and, quoth he, ¢ Hear me now, O Judah,
and ye inhabitants of Jerufalem ! Believe in

the Lord your God, and fo fhall ye be efta-
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blifhed : believe alfo in His prophets, and fo fhall
ye profper.” And fo then he placed in advance
of them the fingers unto the Lord, who went
forward praifing the beauty of holinefs; and
when the enemy came in fight, the fingers burft
forth in a chorus that was re-echoed by twelve
hundred thoufand men, ¢ For His mercy endureth
for ever ' With one accord fled their enemies.
Happy the land that has a godly king !”

“ And happy the king, Jew or Chriftian,”
rejoins King Alfred, ¢ that has the Lord for his
God. If I ever obtain any confiderable advan-
tage over thefe poor pagans, for as evil as they
be, I will baptize every head of them, and ftand
{ponfor for them myfelf. I would fooner they
were converted than confounded.”

* #* #* *

Another time, I remember the king faid he
fhould like his people to hear the Scriptures read
in their own tongue, at every market crofs;
nay, to be able to read them for themfelves,
befide their own hearths; and he thought the
time might come, though not in his days, yet
fooner or later, neverthelefs. Holy Neotand he
argued this point at fome length. If I went
into their various difcourfes at large, I fhould
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never have done. Alfo many of his briefer and
more familiar colloquies with myfelf are all in
my heart, but need not to be fet down, fave here
and there by the way. For example, I remem-
ber exprefling unto him one day my furprife
~ that he was up and doing, fo many hours in the
. twenty-four ; and faid,—

“ How is it, my brother, that you need fleep
fo little 2”

After a moment’s thought, he replied, ¢ Per-
ha:ps, because I eat so little !”

“ But how is it you need to eat fo little ?”

‘ Perhaps, becaufe I drink fo little !”

¢ But how is it you need to drink fo little 2”

“ Perhaps, becaufe I think fo little I”

But I laughed, and faid, *“ Ah, my king, that
anfwer will not ftand.”

Then he faid, *“ You have reafon, my fifter.
They who would have much thought, much
wifdom, much knowledge, much holinefs, muft
fleep little, eat little, drink little, and, moreover,
talk little of foolifh matters: howbeit, to talk
with fuch men as Neot and Plegmund is nearly
or quite as good as reading wifelike books.
Hold it for footh, Ethelfleda, that we Saxons
commonly feed too heavily, women as well as
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men: and, if you would neither fleep heavily,
nor pray heavily, nor have heavy eye, heavy
tongue, heavy thought, heavy heart, nor heavy
foot, continue to fare as lightly as you do now.
And this I fay,” added he, laughing, * not out
of regard to faving my bread and cheefe!”

It is not to be thought ftrange of me, that I
thould dwell fomewhat at large on the hiftory of
this winter, which, for happinefs and unhap-
pinefs; was the moft eventful of my whole life.
I read and ftudied much under the kiné’s
chaplains, and learned by rote many long Saxon
and Latin poems, both facred and fecular; to
wit, fome of Bede’s hymns and epigrams, Ald-
helm’s Acroftic in hexameters to the Abbefs
Maxima; certain portions of his poem wherein
he defcribes and lauds forty-four female charac-
ters, who led fingle lives; a few rhymed hexa-
meters addrefled to Boniface by an Anglo-Saxon
lady, named Leobgitha, and chiefly remarkable,
I think, for being written by a woman ; fome
verfes by Ccena, which rhyme in the middle of
each line—an ingenious trick, and no more’;
fome much prettier and fimpler rhymes to Ald-
helm, by a pupil who loved him much, running
thus,—
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¢¢ Vale, vale, fidiflime,
Phile Chrifti chariffime,
Quem in cordis cubiculo
Cingo amoris vinculo,”
Alfo that pleafing religious fonnet of Alcuin’s,
beginning,—

¢ Qui ceeli cupit portas intrare patentes; ™

and another on death, beginning, ¢ O mortalis
homo,” which I admire as much now as I did
then ; but, prettieft of all, his addrefs to his cell,
on leaving it for the world. I think his defcrip-
tion of his reluGtance to leave that peaceful
retreat—embowered in lilies and rofes of his own
planting, with apple-trees in blofflom, full of
finging-birds, and with meadows gently floping
to the water-fide, fpread with fifhermen’s nets,
and fhut in by a little wood—had fomething to
do with my falling in love with the idea of a
religious life.

I alfo read the Song of Judith, the life of St.
Cuthbert, and of fundry pious women . . . a
little, but not much of the Bible, which I have
fince deeply regretted I was not then put in the
way of reading more of. But I read whatever
my tutors chofe for me: at firft, chiefly to pleafe
the king ; and afterwards, to relieve my mind of
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certain dull thoughts and ufelefs withes, for
which, indeed, there is no remedy like ftudy.

If T were to mention all the good offers of
marriage I had during this winter at court, you,
whoever you may be, who are now reading this
Chronicle, would certainly be furprifed. In
truth, I never had a grain of vanity in my com-
pofition; or elfe, when I have heard other
women bragging among themfelves of their
diftinctions in this particular, (women profefling
religion, too, I give you my word for it!) I thould
have told them oftener than I have done, that,
an’ if I were fo minded, I could outboaft them
all. I make it a matter of confcience never to
believe fuch perfonal details, be they narrated
never fo modeftly ; and therefore fhall certainly
never expofe myfelf to the humiliation of having
my own word doubted, veracious as it is. There
is a kind of madnefs, I wot, among a great
many women in this refpet : they feem quite
forgetful that the whole fum of the matter is,
they have done the beft they could for them-
felves, or what they thought the beft at the time.
Every barber prates not; every maiden mates
not; Ethelfwitha and the king gave me credit
for being much more attached to the memory of
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the late Earl of Berks than in footh I was;
albeit I efteemed him far more dead, than I ever
had done living ; feeing, by the comparifon of
him with all my other fuitors, what his uncommon
merit muft have been; and as I had not thought
him good or winfome enough to care much
about, fave freondlic,! it was probable I might
look about me from Hokeday to Yule, without
finding one who pleafed me better. It may pof-
fibly be afked, why I did not efpoufe Earl Offic,
now that he had fucceeded to his brother’s eftate
and dignity? If fuch an inquiry fhould indeed
by any poflibility fuggeft itfelf, I may make
anfwer that Earl Ofric had turned out quite
differently from what many people had expected
of him. This youth, like many another, was
one of thofe nuts that have a very indifferent
kernel. Albe he could fcarce tell his ftefen-
row,’ yet, by reafon of his goodly perfon and
carriage, he had, by the-late King Ethelred,
been prematurely made miles, and invefted with
a purple garment and gold-fheathed fword. I
think Abfalom the fon of David could not have
been more conceited upon it, nor made a more
pitiful ufe of his outward recommendations.
} Like a friend. 4 2 Alphabet,
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He took the lead among the youths who fet up
for poor imitations of Alfred, aping the fem-
blance while they mifled the fubftance, and
making many a poor filly maiden as true an
idolater in her heart, as any of our old benighted
forefathers, who worfhipped wigs.! Howbeit, it
was not by aping the trick of his fpeech, nor the
fafhion of his gait, nor yet by parting their hair
evenly down the middle, and letting it diffufe
itfelf gracefully over their fhoulders, nor yet by
wearing two-forked beards, that they had any
chance of being miftaken for King Alfred.
They had better have flept under fewer bedd-
reaffes, and have left them fooner in the morn-
ing, and have eaten lefs, and drunken lefs, and
ftudied more, and prayed more, if they had
meant to be like him. However, I am wafting
my time by writing about Earl Ofric, who, in
footh, has little er nothing to do with my ftory.
Short confeflions, few comments: fuffice it to
ftate, that the lady he todk to wife this winter
was of merit commenfurate with his own, which
fome people even then thought very little. Had
.1 Ethelfled been cognizant of the reafons on
which they grounded this opinion at the time, it
) Idols.
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might have faved me fome difappointment; but,
—too late we cry out, ““ Had I wift there was a
wolf-pit.” Young people fhould always have
the truth told them quite fimply, when circum-
ftances permit it ; which is oftener than many old
folks think. To a woman of my refle&ion, it
appears quite evident—I fay not whether or no it
is the fruit of experience—that a young girl is
extremely likely to get rid of an unfortunate
affe®ion, much fooner than the would do other-
wife, if her good mother talk it over with her
quietlike, and freondlike, without écrimon&r‘.
Otherwife, her heart confumes itfelf, or, if fhe
be not of a clofe turn, the feeketh the comfort
of fome friend, who is, perhaps, facen-leas;! or,
it may be, of her maid.

If it be afked, where was my mother at this
time? I reply, that the had been fummoned
home fomewhat fuddenly, abbut Yule-tide, to
nurfe my father in the foot-ail ;* and that during
her previous fojourn at the court, fhe had been
much more occupied about Ethelfwitha’s infant
than about her own youngeft daughters And
hereupon 1, the abbefs of a religious houfe,
muft and will fay what will doubtlefs be highly

1 Deceitful ; a maker of lies. ? Gout.
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offenfive to every married woman who comes to
hear of it, and this for the fake of the younger
perfons of my own fex, who may, it is juft
poflible, benefit by it, while I fhall reap nothing

" but obloquy. . . . . I, Ethelfled, declare and

aver, that babiés are all very well in their place,
which is the cradle; but that innumerable
mothers do, in toying with them and inceffantly
fupervifing them, notorioufly neglect their duty
to their older daughters, their growing and juft

own up girls, to whom no one elfe can fupply
their place; whereas their place in the nurfery
may be very well filled by the fofter mother and
maids of the chamber.

Had my wife and good mother been at hand
and at leifure to fee whither the courfe I was
taking would end, I Ethelfled might have been
fpared the fhedding of fome falt tears; as it
befel, I took my own path, feeing my way very
little before me ; refufing this good match and the
other, till, one day, I was a little ftunned by hear-
ing my fifter, in reply to the exprefled furprife of
the noble lady Adeleve that the lady Ethelfleda
did not marry, quite compofedly make anfwer
that I preferred going into a nunnery. It had
never ftruck me before that I muft do either the

G
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one or the other, and it took me fo by furprife
that I had not a word to proffer, but I could think
of nothing elfe all the following night. I had
of late taken much pleafure in reading of the
good people recorded in Bede, their pious lives
and almfdeeds, and their being from time to
time carried up to heaven in a trail of glory,
with celeftial finging, like holy Chad, or like that
Kentith maid who heard the angels fay one to
another, “ We have come to fetch the little gold
piece.” I had mufed how Erkengota, niece of
the abbefs of Brie, lay a dying, when thofe who
were nurfing her heard the found as it were of
~ a great unfeen multitude entering the monaftery,
and foon after, juft as fhe breathed her laft,
heard moft tranfporting mufic afcending into
the air and gradually dying away ; and how, on
looking out, they perceived, or thought they
perceived, the night to be lighter than common,
with fomewhat of a milky path fading away.
Alfo, of that fweet nun, called Edith, in the
~ monaftery of Barking, that was fo beloved by
a little boy, who, by reafon of his tender age,
was bred up among the fifters. He, dying of
the plague, eagerly called out thrice, when in the
article of death, ¢« Edith! Edith! Edith!”

i I P
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which convinced all who heard it that her time
would be fhort; and, in truth, fhe fickened out
of hand, and dying the fame day, followed the
little innocent who had called her, into the
heavenly country. Alfo, how another fifter of
the fame community called to thofe about her
deathbed to put out the light; and, on their
negle&ing to do fo, faid unto them, “ Well I
wis you think me raving, but I can tell you that
I fee this houfe filled with fo glorious and heavenly
a beam, that your candle, in comparifon with it,
is but darknefs!” And how another, named
Tortgith, who for nine years had been fore
befted, had a vifion of a woman wrapped in a
fair linen cloth, drawn gently upwards by golden
cords; which was explained foon after by the
good abbefs dying.

Thefe and fuch-like tales, I fay, I had mufed
over and delighted in, and believed with a
heartier faith than, perhaps, I can boaft now;
and fometimes, when vexed or faddened by this
or that crofs, I had bethought me, how good and
blefled a thing it muft be to be fhut in and
hidden away from & naughty world, and to be in
peace and quietnefs for ever. But this had been
all in a vague and general way ; and betokened
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more impatience of my prefent yoke, than capa-
bility or vocation for one far heavier ; therefore,
when the alternative was fudden-like prefented to
me in all its awfulnefs, it is little wonder that I
lay awake, as I have already faid, all the night.
What ftung me was, that Ethelfwitha fhould
appear to think the matter fo fimple, and have
fo quietly fettled it in her mind to bg contented
therewith. I wondered whether it were the fame
with Alfred the king, or whether he would be
very much furprifed and grieved to hear fuch a
thing mentioned. It occurred to me whether 1
fhould not at once fhow I had a mind of my
own, by quietly confenting to efpoufe one of my
many fuitors; but, on reviewing them in my
mind, one after another, it appeared to me that
no conventual retirement could be fo naufeous as
to pafs the remainder of my days with any one
of them ; befides which, I had, with the open-
nefs of an honourable woman, made each of
them perceive himfelf to be fo difagreeable to
me, as that I could not now, with any thow of
confiftency, call them back. Thefe refle@ions
occafioned my pillow to be wetted with fome
hot tears; and I ended, when day brake, by
refolving to truft a little longer to what chance
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might bring forth, in the hope that fome foreign
prince or other, equal to all I thought a hufband
ought to be, might yet appear at court. Juft to
fee, however, how Alfred the king would take
it, I contrived in a day or two, as if by accident,
to let fall the words, ““ When I go into a nun-
nery.” To my no f{mall mortification, he
gravely and calmly anfwered, “If fuch be in-
deed your final refolution, Ethelfleda, I can have
nothing, certainly, to fay againtt it; but, on the
contrary, fhould recommend your withdrawing
a little more from the fecular pleafures which
muft needs be diftafteful as well as hurtful to
you, and to take all the means in your power,
which at prefent are very great, to purfue thofe
ftudies and duties which will, hereafter, make
the fum of your happinefs. Tell me, however,
are you quite avifed, young as you are; of having
chofen well, and of knowing your own mind?
Our laws are very gentle towards women, and
very careful of ‘them—they may poflefs, inherit,
and tranfmit their lands at their own free will ;
they may fue in courts of juftice ; they may fit .
in the Witena-Gemot and Shire-Gemot ; they
may marry at their own choice after fourteen,
and they can only be devoted to reclufe lives at
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their own free will. But, if our laws render
them independent of their friends’ control, our
cuftoms give them the benefit of their friends’
advice and judgment. Do nothing precipitate,
my fifter..... Are you quite fure of your
own mind in this matter " '

~ But I wiped away a tear, and would not fay.



BOOK 1V.

» T came to pals after Yule, that there
_ fet in a grievous froft. Before the
froft, there was a heavy fall of fnow,
under which many men, women, and huts
lay yburied. Is it not written in the annals of
Alfred the king?! Thereupon came forth the
wolves, ftepping fo warily in each other’s foot-
marks, that on the fhow could be feen but the
track of one. They trotted along the fkirts of
the forefts, bounded acrofs the narrow roads,
without leaving a fingle footprint, and made
for lone houfes and fcattered thorps. Then they
flopped, liftened, and fnuffed the air. The
thepherds, watching their flocks by night, could
only keep them off by great fires. If they
were heavy to fleep, and fuffered their fires to
decay, the wolves fell on them, and deftroyed

' Some unufually hard winters, about this time, are recorded.
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them with their flocks. What, to them, were
pens? they would leap over walls eight feet
high. If they found horfes within their fheds,
they would attack them on the haunches ; if
oxen in their ftraw-yards, they flew at their
throats. They ravened on many men, women,
and children. They dug up the dead in many
churchyards. They made no noife. If one of
their young ones emitted a cry, they bit him;
they dragged him by the tail, till he learned to
hold his peace. When they had gorged them-
felves, and were filled, they retreated as they
came, with one ear thrown backward, one in
advance, their muzzles low, their eyes burning
like fire, their buthy tails obliterating their traces
as they fwept the ground. When they got to
the wood-fide, they would face about and howl
like Danes. ¢ Sayth the cub, I am now under
cover.”

Sometimes one wolf would come in advance,
and give a whining cry outfide the ftakes to
tempt one of the hundas? to come forth. Oft
they fufpected the artifice; at other times a dog
.would be unable to reftrain himfelf from fpring-
ing over the pales. Then there would enfue a

' Hounds,
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dreadful yell, and he would be rent in pieces of
all the pack.

Alfred the king hunted much, both in autumn
and winter. He paid a penny for every wolf’s
bruth. . He was glad to put money in poor

~ men’s pouches, the times were fo bad. He

hunted harts, boars, reindeer, and now and then
a bear. Thofe who were craft-like in fharing
deer in nets, he fometimes rewarded with a horfe
or a bracelet. Every man, fave on Sundays,
might hunt in the woods, if fo be he interfered
not with the king’s hunting. Thus many of the
poor were fed. When the ground became hard
and the fcent did not lie, much fmall game was
taken by the hand, ftupid with the cold. Alfo
the king diftributed many bufhels of grain,
many ambra of malt, many wagon-loads of
billets and twigs, that the people might be both
warmed and fed. Neverthelefs, as will always
be the cafe, fome were diffatisfied. And of
thefe, certain complained unto Neot that they
were negle@ed in the daily miniftrations. Then
Neot came and ftood before the king; and his
righteous face was red, and, faith Neot, “ Why
do you wrap yourfelf in your mifconduct?
why are you powerful but in injuftice? You
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have been exalted, but you fhall not continue:
you fhall be bruifed like the ears of wheat.
Where will then be your pride? If that is not
then brought low enough, it foon fhall be. You
fhall be deprived of that very dignity, whofe
powers you fo much abufe.”

Saith the king, “ My father, what words are
thefe which proceed out of your mouth?
Whofe ox have I taken? what widow have I
opprefled? or what poor man have I ground to
powder ! My purfe is not bottomlefs ; I with it
were fuller ; howbeit, in this matter you feem
mifinformed.” :

Quoth Neot, “ I have not been mifinformed.
There are certain, O king, that have been
negle&ed in the daily miniftrations. You lie
foft, and you eat as much as it liketh you, and
you delight yourfelf in being a king, and hear
not the cry of them that have no helper.
Therefore look to it, or believe in my word, that
you fhall be deprived of that kingdom in which
you are fwelling, hunted from one covert to
another like a fox or a hare. Howbeit, if you
repent in time, you fhall find mercy.” There-
unto the king made no anfwer, and Neot with-
drew himfelf from him, warm in his wrath.
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As the cold increafed, trees were fplit by it ;
bread muft be thawed and chopped ere it could
be eaten ; water yfroze in the outpouring, and
ftood on end like an icicle; fith froze in the
rivers ; the warm blood froze in our veins.

We of the fpinning-fide kept houfe. At
night, there was much feafting. The harp went
round, and every man fang his lay or told his
‘tale. Some told of bear hunts and boar hunts;
~ fome of wolves and foxes that talked; and of
ferpents that could feign to be human, and flip
in and out of their fkins. Alfo of gold-hunters,
in fome ftrange land, that journey on camels to
a place where gold is dug by ants as big as dogs,
with feet like unto the feet of grafshoppers.
The men leave the camels for the ants to devour,
and, while they are at their feaft, the men take
the gold. Alfo of the pepper-gatherers, who
find the pepper guarded by ferpents, that muft
be fcared from it by fire; and thus the pepper
becomes black. Is it not written in a book ?
Therefore it muft needs be true.

Elfric the thegn fang a fong, which became
very popular at court, and even in the _ftreets.
He had it of Tinne the Cornifhman, fon of
Tredulf of Tintagel ; of whom we {peak in the
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proverb, “As fweet as one of the fongs of
Tinne.” The fubftance of it was this :—

“In the days of old judge Eli, came king
Brute unto our fhores. He was grandfon of
Afcanius, Eneas’ only fon. Then our land was
full of bears, of beavers, and of boars. Then
men multiplied among us till the ifland was
o’errun, They had need of many things, I wis,
we cannot bear to lack. But thefe poor {wains
ne’er mifled them, fo hardly were they bred.
They had cattle, but no money. They were
ufed their corn to ftack 1’ the ear, and only
threthed out juft fufficient for their ftead. In
courfe of time came Cafar, to rob them of their
land. What! had he not already fubdued lands
enow? He muft come and plant his ftandard
upon our yellow ftrand! But the poor, un-
tutored Britons ruthed boldly on the foe. Yea,
right into the water they rufhed with one accord,
and gave their naked bodies to the arrow and
the fword. One mind there was among them ;
they drove him te*the main. And what thofe
Britons then did, may we not do again? Up,
cnihts ! and with one heart! Deftru&ion to the
Dane !”

* Lads.
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No man told his tale and fung his lay better
than Alfred the king. Alfo his proverbs and
pithy fayings, are they not in everybody’s
mouth ? There is no need, I wis, to write them
in a book. Peradventure many of them will
be in ufe, when it fhall be forgotten who made
them.

The Prince of Weflex came to court. He,
too, fued for my hand ; but he was ceorl-like,!
and had no ftefen-craft. I heard him tell the
king that I ftarted off at the firft word, like a
young deer from a gad-fly.

When it came to be currently reported that I
was minded to profefs, the priefts came about
me like bees; while my lovers and fuitors fell
off from me, as though I were too holy to come
nigh. The two chaplains afcribed my call to
themfelves, and nailed me down to it, or ever I
well wift whether I had one or not. For this
caufe, and for none other, I have nhever, even
‘unto this day, felt unto them quite freond-like.
Whereas I had overmuch made a fhow of fetting
light by the world, perhaps to give a little pain
(which he never felt) unto one who lived in it,
I was now fore befted to find me taken at my

! Vulgar,
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word, and thereon I thed many falt tears. The
priefts faid, my ghoftly enemy, witting his time
was fhort, was having a laft ftruggle with me,
and that God loved a relu&ant facrifice. If fo,
I wis He loved mine. They made me think it
true ; and, albeit Ethelfwitha put ‘it to me, even
weeping, whether I were prepared for all that
lay before me, and told me fundry tales of nuns’
lives I did not then believe, I ftill held on, but
I was fore betoft. Then began I to queftion in
mine heart why one woman fhould be a queen,
and another a nun? Howbeit, whenas thefe
moodful thoughts had reached their higheft, and
I was nigh minded to forego the cloifter, Eadwulf
arrived with horfes and with {pearmen to carry
me home, becaufe that my mother lay fick, and,
as it feemed, a dying.

There is no need for me Ethelfled to rehearfe
in ‘detail the feveral graces of this my blefled
mother; fhe being renowned throughout the
length of Mercia and the breadth of it for her
prayerfulnefs and largenefs of heart. When
the eye faw her, the heart blefled her: on the
tongues of the poor was her praife. ~When I
heard how fhe lay fick, I was pricked at the
heart to think how I had of late been trifling
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with heaven ; and I ftole into the chapel a little
before matins, and vowed a vow, that if it would
pleafe the Lord to heal my blefled mother, I
would wholly dedicate myfelf a willing fervant
to the Lord.
- Now, becaufe my mother’s need was urgent,
I tarried little in fetting forth. Eadwulf rode
befide my bridle, full filent, till we had cleared
the firft long foreft ; fora bear had been tracked,
albe we thought it muft be a tame one fcaped
from a bear-warden, they were fo feldom known
in thofe parts. When we reached the firft down
he fpake ere I fpake unto him, which was un-
mannerlike, but well meant ; and faith Eadwulf,
“Of a verity, miftrefs, my meowla® will be fain
to weep at what is held for footh in the great city.
. I heard it, for as fhort a time as I tarried.
Oh, lady, lady, every ftroke of the muffled bell
that fhall toll for thee, will knell in our hearts!
How little thou witteft of what lies on the hither
and thither fide of that wall of feparation! ¢Ye
fee me but half,’ quo’ the gate-poft.”
But I bade him hold his peace ; fo he fell back,
like a chidden hound. Then I relented, and
fought news of my mother, and held fpeech with

! Familiar word for wife.
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him of long time. Then we rode till nightfall,
mottly in filence, and tarried at a thane’s houfe ;
and we journeyed all the next two days.

Now when I faw my mother’s deathful face,
I repented not my vow, but renewed it full fer~
vently; and thereafter fhe began to amend. But
before I could fee of this travail of my foul, I
had a more immediate favour and relith of peace
than I had known of long time. My mother,
deeming herfelf at point to die, made her will ;
I fupporting her in mine arms all the time ; and,
albe her provifions were needlefs that feafon, I
marvelled at and loved her for her great heart
therein made manifeft. For, not alone devifed
the her morgen-gift unto my father, and this and
that bafin and challice to this and that church,
and fuch and fuch heall wahrifts and fetl hragel®
to Ethelfwitha, and fo many fcencing cuppan®
and filver dithes to the king, befides tokens of
remembrance to this and that friend, as buffalo
horns, cups of bone, and brazen difhes; but
fhe took heed to the eldeft of her flaves; as on
this wife—Let Ebba be freed, on condition fhe
abide with my daughter Ethelfleda; and let
Urfried be freed, and go whitherfoever fhe lifteth;

1 Hall-hangings and feat-covers, 3 Drinking-cups.
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Wynric and his wife, and Spror; and let the
fiter of Tidulf be freed. Wite-theows® fhe
had none to releafe ; my blefled mother ! After
this fhe wathed, and caufed herfelf to be clad in
long white funeral garments ; then fhe confefled,
and received the holy communion; fo that
nothing remained but for us to place her, after
her deceafe, juft as fhe was, in her coffin. Then
the, with fatigue overwhelmed, fell back upon
her bolfter ; and we with hoppscytan®and a goat-
fkin covering warmly covered her o’er ; and her
breaths grew deep and far between, as the fighs
of expiring people commonly do; but, in place
of their growing yet fewer and more faint, the
began anon to breathe more peaceful like, and
prefently fell into a deep fleep. Now I Ethelfled
difmiffed all her women fave one. A great wax
candle in a heavy candleftick burned at the foot
of the bed. I lay down befide my mother,
whileas Ebba fed the decaying fire with turf:
and I kept ftaring at the candle, and thinking my
mother’s inward life was brighter, and I mufed
of the dying nun at Barking that bade them
extinguifh the taper; and or ever I wift, I fell
on flumber, with the tears, I believe, yet on my

1 Penal flaves, 3 Sheets,
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cheek. Now, in this my fleep or trance, a dream
was vouchfafed me,! not like that which caufed
Eliphaz the Temanite to fall a trembling, but
that came unto my weary foul with I know not
what to fay of peaceful and refrething, like unto
the cool night air after a hot day, or the foothing
of mufic that yet hath no diftin& found. Me-
feemed to take up mine old dream in my fifter’s
clofet; in the lonelinefs and darknefs of that
locked-up garden, with its tangled weeds and
fweet-fmelling herbs growing unfeen, all about
me ; and mefeemed to be ftanding on the brink of
that deep little pool. And I heard the key turn in
the gate, and fome one come in and lock it again
and defcend and ftand by the pool ; but mine eyes
faw him not. Then a fenfe of awe overcame me,
and a pleafing dread overfhadowed me ; yet I drew
nighér unto him in place of falling back ; for I
felt I was helplefs, and here was fome one that
could help : forry-ful, and here was one pitied
forrow: weary, and here was one could give me
. reft: and, leaning over the pool, I faw therein
what I could not fee in its own fubftance . . the
face of Jefus!

- Thereupon my mother woke me with a kifs,

' ¢®Dreams likewife” (among the Anglo-Saxons) ¢ had their regular
interpretations and applications,”—SunAroN TURNkR.
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and fayeth,  Ethelfleda, you are weeping in
your fleep—are you in trouble, love ?” But I
faid, “Oh no;” and fhe lay quiet, and me-
thought, flept again, but fhe did not. Anon
the faith in a huthed, calmful voice, “I have
flept and am refrethed . . . I think my life is
given unto your prayers . . . for I wis thou
haft prayed for me, my daughter.” 1 faid,
“ Oh yes, my mother.” Then fhe began, ever
and anon, to queftion me of Ethelfwitha, and
likewife of myfelf. Her queftions were very
loving, but fearching ; and or ere I was aware, I
felt mine heart drawn out unto her, and poflefled
her of every forrow that lay in it. Her dear
arm lay acrofs me: I feem to feel it now. After
long filence, ¢ Child,” quoth fhe, “you have
been hardly entreated ; and the more fo that there
is nothing whereon for us to take the fzhth.?
Were I thy father or thy brother, I might make
a quarrel of it; but perhaps it is better as it is ;
for to what good could we ftir in the matter?
Words and looks are oft but the fruit of a falfe
heart: we may value a man’s life at his were,?
but there is neither were mor wite for mind’s
peace. The owner of a mifchievous dog may
be ﬁﬁed; but they that bite and devour ‘their
¥ Deadly feud, 3 The pecuniary fine for homicide,
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own kind go fac-lefs.” Then faid I, ¢ Oh my
mother, let us keep the grief hidden between
you and me. In my bitternefs I vowed a vow
unto the Lord, and now keep it I muft.” Then
faith fhe, ¢ Oh child, what haft thou done? to
fpeak unadvifedly with thy lips? The vow of a
young maid in her father’s houfe, vowed in mere
forrow of heart, need not ftand.” Then faid I,
“Oh my mother, I renewed it or ever I left the
royal city. I went into the chapel juft before
matins, and kneeled upon my knees, and vowed
that if your life fhould be lent unto us yeta
feafon longer, I would wholly give myfelf unto
the Lord.” Then fhe fayeth, <1 fuppofe fuch
a vow as that muft ftand.” And we both wept
{ore.

All this time, Ebba flumbered and flept ; but
now fhe awoke and renewed the bright beaming
flame ; and we two held our peace. Thereafter,
my bleffed mother, who was very weak, flept
again; and I lay long awake, but flept at laft ;
and when I flept, it was heavily and with no
dream.

Whenas I awoke, I felt weary ; and the cold,
grey morning light was ftealing in, and the air of
the chamber was at once clofe and chill. But
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my blefled mother was ftill afleep peaceful-like,
and the two furrows had yfled that were on her
brow ; and the words came into my mind, ¢ She
fhall fee of the travail of her foul, and be fatif-
fied.” Ebba was feeking, full ftealthful, to revive
the embers ; and I lay quite awake, but ftill;
feeling as though fome great wrench had torn
the quick flefh, bleeding, from the bone; and as
if a ftrong hand had turned my foul round
about, from all the things wherein it had greatly
delighted, towards a new profpe&, with a ftrait
path, clofely hedged, running on to a thick cloud
beyond. There was fomewhat untruthlike® in '
it all ; but my mother’s bettering was foothfaft
enough. '

About high noon, one of her women came in,
and faid the holy Neot had arrived with a token
for her from the queen; having ridden all the
way, to make the more fpeed. He was admitted
ftrait; for my mother delighted greatly in his
miniftrations ; and, at this prefent, her foul was
as fubdued as a weaned child, He tarried with
her long time ; prayed for her; faid how fhort
and vain was life, how blefled was heaven, what
exceeding love our Saviour had fthown in dying

! Unfoothfxf, .
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for us: and every word he fpake, my mother’s
foul and mine drank up as dry and thirfty land
drinketh up water, that foon indeed difappears
from the furface, but only to fink down into it
and make it fruitful.

My mother being at length heavy _to ﬂeep,
the good Neot withdrew into another chamber ;
beckoning with the hand, that I fhould follow
him. Then fought he more particular news of
my mother, to bear unto Ethelfwitha, and en-
quired of me when fhe began to amend. Alfo
he fpake words of peace unto myfelf, faying how
great a blefling it was for my mother to have fo
good a daughter by her to abide at home and be"
her ftay ; and that my miffion of ufefulnefs, if lefs
glorious in the fight of the world than that of my
fifter, was not fo in the fight of God, who feeth
not as man feeth. Thereupon my tears began
to flow; and I did the holy man to wit how
much too well he thought of me, and how I had
been fore let in running the race that was fet
before me ; but that now I began to fee my way
plainer ; only I diftrufted my ftrength to hold on
to the end, and fhould be thankful to him for his
prayers, Thefe he promifed me; and he went
on to fpeak of things heavenly with fuch fweet-

PN
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nefs, that I was drawn on to tell him of all my
little difficulties—my grear difficulties would be
the truer word . . . . and of my dream over-
night ; and I afked him if he thought there were
anything in it. Thereon he fmiled a little;
which I then thought, and think now, fo good a
man fhould not have done; for was it not unto
me a ferious matter? Young perfons may atk
unwifely queftions; but, fo be they are docile
and anxious to be fet right, they fhould be
treated with gravity and judgment. Howbeit,
the good Neot fate filent for a feafon, wrapped
within himfelf, and then faid, * There are fundry
ways in the which divine inftru&ion and comfort
may be and have been imparted : and we know
that vifions have aforetime been vouchfafed unto
believers, to dire¢t and ftrengthen them in their
need. Doubt not, therefore, my daughter, but
freely believe, that this dream of thine, even if
the offspring of thy foregone turn of thought,
hath fomething of profitable and fpiritual in it.
Why fhouldeft thou have felt that great delight
in the unfeen prefence of Jefus, if thou wert not
one of His little flock ? His fheep know His
voice, but it only fcares the goats. Why fhould
you have heard His voice in the garden without
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being afraid, if you had been eating forbidden
fruit, and would not have Him know it? Your
foul is, in footh, His garden ; full of weeds, no
queftion, and of unpruned flowers and unripened
fruits ; but we know what thofe fruits are : love,
joy, peace; longfuffering, gentlenefs, goodnefs ;
faith, meeknefs, temperance. If we are aware
that thefe fruits have taken root in us, and are
growing, however imperfe&ly, we can, with
humble affurance, invite the Mafter of the garden
to come and behold His pleafant fruits ; and we
muft not take it amifs if He pruneth pretty
freely thofe branches which are running to wafte,
fince He only fo doth that they may bring forth
more abundantly. As concerning your deep
ftill well . . . the heart is, we know, a well of
{weet water or bitter: as bitter as Marah till the
Lord cafts in the righteous branch. Then it
obtains His own fweetnefs ; and oh! well for us,
my daughter, when He comes down by the fecret
path that no man knoweth, and, taking us at
unawares, finds His own image refle®ed in the
fhady pool! May He fo find it with each of us,
fo often, that His frequent fteps fhall wear a
little track, known only to Him and to us!”
Furthermore he faid, ¢ What manner of jour-

e
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ney hadft thou, my daughter?” I faid the way
was long, and cold, and rough, and in many
parts dangerous. We tracked a bear, and feared
the wolves, and had much ado to crofs the rivers,
which were half thawed, half frozen ; howbeit, I
fcarce noted all the terrors of the way, I fo
longed to fee my mother’s face. As foon as I
reached my father’s houfe, all my perils, all my
panics I forgot. ¢ Thus will it be,” quoth he,
‘“in the heavenly country, when you reach your
Father’s houfe. You will fcarce note the pre-
fent perils of the way, if you long to look Jefus
in the face.”

“Then he told me the following parable. “A
little girl was once fent to market with a bafket
of eggs. On her return fhe found the floods
had rifen and the bridge was carried away.
While fhe ftood weeping befide the torrent, a
tall pine fnapped in twain, and fell acrofs from
one bank to the other. Thereupon fuddenly
appeared unto her a man of moft beautiful coun-
tenance, who faid, ¢ Child, why weepeft thou?
what feekeft thou?’ She faid, ¢Oh, my lord,
the bridge is broken, and I cannot reach my
father’s houfe.” The ftranger faith, ¢ A pine
has fallen from fide to fide, thou mayft crofs on
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that.” The child faith, ¢ Sir, the ftream is deep,
and flowing very faft; my head will fpin, and I
fhall fall in’ The ftranger faith, ¢ Give me
thine hand ; as long as thou holdeft unto me, I
will uphold thee. Look ftedfaftly on my face,
look neither to the right nor to the left, and I
will lead thee acrofs.” The child ftretched forth
her hand, and looked ftedfaftly in his face,
which waxed more and more beautiful every
moment ; and though fhe was ftrongly tempted,
when fhe heard the waters raging vehemently, to
look now to the right fide, now to the left, the
never did ; and they won fafe acrofs.”
Furthermore he faid, That one reafon which
inclined him to think that my dream in my
fifter’s clofet had come, not from within but
from without, directed by fome fuperior intelli-
gence, was that fome of the ideas in it were
unchildlike, and would not have originated with
myfelf. What fhould I have known of the
heart’s bitternefs, or of the fpiritual confli¢ts of
the poor maid? Thereat, I interrupted him,
and faid I had remembered, afterwards, having
heard Ebba fcoffing at the terrors of ZEthelice,
in the hearing of my mother, and calling them
vain fhadows ; whereon my mother had checked
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her by faying that whileas they lafted, they were
no vain fhadows to her. Good Neot fell a
mufing of this; and prefently faid, that if all
were as ingenuous as myfelf, and regarded not
the difpelling of things feemingly marvellous by
telling the exa® truth, he wift that feveral
things would be to be accounted for that now
pafled for miracles, and by their puerility and
inconfequence brought difcredit on thofe that
were truly fuch.

He added, he had once had a dream that had
much ftrengthened and comforted him, albe it
was not {o pretty as mine: peradventure becaufe
he was neither young nor pretty himfelf. He
was tending of a fick friend, of whofe ftate of
grace he was by no means certain ; and during
his night-watch, when he ought to have been
alert, he, like the poor, diftrefled difciples who
fo loved their mafter, fell a fleeping for forrow.
Thereon, he fancied he faw his friend trying to
fcale a ladder refting againft fomething out of
fight, yburied in clouds; and feeing his friend
like to fall, as though blind and dizzy, he cried
out with all his might to him to hold on; and
would have ftretched forth his own hand to fave
him, but had no power. Juft as he thought his
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friend was going to fall into perdition, and could
hardly endure to watch him, a hand from the
cloud above was put forth and drew him fafely up.
“ And albe,” quoth Neot, ¢ you might fay that
this vifion was no other than the fruit of mine own
previous and anxious thought, I affirm to thee,
daughter, that it comforted me long afterwards.”

In difcourfe like this, the good Neot quite
took away, for that feafon, all lingering bitter- .
nefs and relu®ance from mine heart ; and, con-
tinuing his ‘communion with me from time to
time, he led me onwards, ftep by ftep, and
helped me here and there over rugged places, fo
that I never ftumbled nor drew back. His great
engine was the love of Jefus; not mine for
him, but His for me, which indeed did as it were
conftrain mine own. And when other matters
called my good teacher away, I found that albeit
I had loft a ftay I much miffed, I could now
with timid fteps walk alone, One good I was
to him indebted, was the method of life I now
had formed, which fo filled all my time that I
had no leifure for mod-feocneffe.! Alfred the
king, who by reafon of the pagans having con-
veyed themfelves into the north fo foon as the

¥ Mood-ficknefs : ficknefs of mind,
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froft brake up, had yet a lengthened feafon for
bringing to pafs fuch things as liked him,' and
fetting afide fuch things as liked him not, was
zealoufly minded to promote the ftefencreft as
well of clercs as lah-men. For whereas of
late there had been few ecclefiaftics below the
rank of bifceopa, on this fide the Humber, who
underftood the fervice of the church, or could
turn Latin into Englifh, he was purpofed that,
if not all the ceoal-like, at leaft all the ranclike
throughout the realm fhould have fome know-
ledge of letters; many men who fhould know
better, being obliged, as at this time, to fign
their wills with the fign of the crofs, pro igno-
rantia literarum. Well hath he, the good king,
written of later time, concerning the fadnefs of a
foul benighted :

Oh! in how grim,

In how bottomlefs a pit,
Laboureth the bedarken’d mind,
‘When it the flormy

Tempefts beat

Of the world’s bufinefs !

Forafmuch as tben it is we find ourfelves at fault,
and too late lament our ignorance. And again;
1 ¢, Alfred, cyning, have gathered together many of thofe things our

fathers held, which liked me; and have thrown afide many of thofe
which liked me not.”—Exordium to Alfred’s Laws.
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Oh! thou Creator
Of the pure ftars
And of the earth and heaven,
Thou that on heah-fetle
Ever fitteft,
And the fwift heavens turneft !
Oh! who on earth
Obey thy commandments
As fome do in heaven ?
Man, man alone
Againft thy will
Evermore worketh |
So rihtwife a king, diftruftful of himfelf, and
continually feeking the good of others, was likely
to have the blefling of Heaven on his deed,
Much he laboured, not alone by fchools and
colleges to promote ftefencraeft, but likewife to
fpread the knowledge of the holy Scriptures by
multiplying copies. And, becaufe that the labour
of tranfcription was great, and the labourers few,
he was purpofed that even religious women
fhould affift in the work; and had already
opened his mind to me on the expedience of
infifting much on the poyntel-creft® of the holy
virgins that might hereafter to my care be com-
mitted. To pleafe him and edify myfelf, I now
fpent much time, both in tranfcription of Latin

and Saxon, and in copying of illuminated initials

! Pepmanthip. Sce Wickliffe’s Bible, ¢ And he axed for a poyntel,”
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and borders, with colours of red, blue, and yel-
low ; but my materials were exceeding bad, nor
had I as yet feen any good models, therefore my
labour was not purpofe-like or effe&ive ; albeit,
it feemeth me as much pleafure accrues to the
performer of an indifferent as of a fuperior work,
if fo be he is fatisfied with himfelf, This labour
I could purfue in my mother’s chamber ; and fhe,
being too feeble for much fpeech, and having
great refpeét for thofe that were. clerclic, did
peaceably lie, with pillows underfette,' her eyes
fixed on me and her hands folded, as if in the
article of faying Nunc dimittis. Thus I tran-
fcribed much of the pfalter, and figured it as I
went along with reprefentations of trees, rivers,
men, birds, and beafts, outlined with red ink, and
filled up with the beft colours I could find or
make. Each night I read to my blefled mother
and her women, the portion I had tranfcribed
during the day, and commented thereon to the
beft of my poor power; whereby I could dis-
cern that I was, without yfeeking it, filently
gaining of them the reputation of a young faint.
This was very peacifying unto me, and went
fome way towards counterpoifing the chief griev-

¥ Propped up, .
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ance I now had in my mind, which proceeded
from the caufe following.

When my mother firft fell fick, there cometh
twice or thrice from the king’s royal court,
fumpter horfes, well guarded with fpears, and
laden, by the bounty of Ethelfwitha, with grain,
wine, cakes, cracknels, fpices, comfits, pepper,
and, in fine, every dainty my mother could need,
and every remedy, methinks, that could be in
the book of Bald the Laece.! Infomuch that
my mother bade her ftay her hand, for the was
by her goodnefs overftocked, as well with things
that would as would not decay, and provoke the
greedinefs of mice, rats, and weevils. There-
fore the fumpter horfes came no more; and the
lateft envoy having the news that my mother
was well to fpeed with him ycarried, Ethelfwitha
of a certainty made up her mind that the was
quite healthfulic, which was far off from the
truth. From that feafon we had no note nor
- fignal of her remembrance of us, which troubled
us full fore. Of a truth, we were fet at a great
diftance from the royal city; but kings and
queens have fo many men and horfes at their

1 Bald the Leech wrote a medical treatife about the time of Alﬁe;i,
containing two or three hundred prefcriptions.
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beck, that a handful of them might, certes, have
been well beftowed in doing us to wit that they
fometimes bear in mind we were in the land of
the living. Howbeit, we were overlooked of
long time; and when, at length, fome token
reached my mother, there was no queftion for
myfelf, no more than if I had for years in a
cloifter been yburied. This fmote me at the
heart ; and when, of later time, I fpake of it to
Ethelfwitha, fhe put it off lightly with, “Oh,
we married women” . . . which made the matter’
not better but rather worfe, I'm bethinking !
For, if married women have more bufinefles and
pleafures than thofe that, unwed, nigh the hearth
twirl fadly the long flax, they ought of their
lonely fifters to be the more mindful. Soon I
found, that whenas my thoughts went in this
direction, my heavenly comforts faded : for that
caufe, after one or two fore confli¢ts whereof
none others wift, I gat much unto prayer, and
unto reading and tranfcription, grinding colours,
fteeping and f{craping of parchments; -and,
though much of my labour was in one fenfe
wafted, yet the demon -was caft out. Alfo,
about this time, my father returned from his

1 Ynbethincan, to bethink one’s self,
I
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attendance on king Buhred, who was purpofed
to go beyond feas, leaving behind him Ethel-
fwitha his queen, king Alfred’s fifter. My
father was, by advancing money unto him and
to king Alfred, much impoverifhed ; and when
my mother told him I was minded to profefs,
he cried, ¢« What! my apple-blofm? I was.
purpofed to give her unto the prince of Weflex;
howbeit, he with another wyf himfelf hath pro-
vided, fo that, it may be, all is beft as it is; for
that, or ere my youngeft fhould wed much
beneath my eldeft, I would fooner fee her a
blot.”! Alfo he was pleafed to fay that he had
found it fo expenfive a pleafure to be kinfman
to two kings, that he thought a third would
have ruined him. I marvelled my father fhould
take it thus eafily, and was thankful he wift not
I had repulfed the prince of Weflex; howbeit,
his indifference and the neglect of Ethelfwitha
made me droop, which, my good mother noting,
the would have it that ’twas from overcare of
her; fo to fet her at eafe, I told her my heart’s
grief, and fhe comforted me and told me fhe
haé been grieved too. Alfo, fhe told me how
many excufes fhe had been able to make in her

1 A sacrifice..
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own mind for Ethelfwitha; wherefore, after a-
few tears, I was able to go on my way peace-
ful-like, with ftill increafing love for my blefled
mother.

Howbeit, the bearer of the tardy love-
token having returned to the royal city, there
arriveth, fome three weeks afterwards, (it
being then the fummer of the year of our
Lord 873) a company of f{pearmen guard-
ing a fumpter load of good things for my
mother, and bearing an epiftle ywritten in
Ethelfwitha’s name by Werefrith the chaplain.
And the epiftle fignified that if my mother
were now able to fpare me, the queen was
defirous of my immediate company. And

~whereas I, being flill chafed, was minded to

punith mine own felf by refufing to go, my
loved mother urged my ready compliance, and
with my confli®ing mind fo ywrought, as that I
ftarted the next morning, royally attended.
Now whereas my winter journey had been rough
and dangerous, and performed with a troubled
heart, the weather was now warm, and the air
freth, and the rivers fordable, and the hufband-
men at work in the fields, and the wild beafts in
their dens until nightfall. Therefore my f{pirit
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was glad and my heart rejoiced ; the more by
token that I thought my prayer and my vow
had gone fome way to win me the grace of the
life of my blefled mother; and I had the fancy
of fomewhat good in ftore for me, I wift not
juftly what. Therefore the road feemed fhart
and the journey deletable, albe it lafted three
days. When we reached the royal city, it
wanted about two hours of high noon; and
Alfred the king, juft returned from trying fome
new German hawks, was ftanding at his gate, in
his green hunting frock, furrounded by his
ealdormen, gerefas, and thanes. His hair had
partly efcaped from its fillet; and as he ftood
talking and laughing with his train, he looked
like what he was, a king and the fon of a king.
He lifted me from off my horfe, faying, < Ethel-
fled, you look as freth as a rofe!” and led me
in, all fmiling, to the queen. With her was
Bald the phyfician, who in ftead of retiring as
he might better have done, from the firft greet-
ing of us two dear fifters, only ftood afide,
unmannerlike, and anon afked me how fared the
earl my father. I faid he had recovered from
his foot-ail fo wholly, as to have been on his
duty to king Buhred. Thereupon he would
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know what had healed my father fo fpeedily.
To him I replied that Gunfried had dieted him
low, kept him cool, and given him mineral
water from a fpring of rare virtue. He repeated
after me, ¢ Low diet? kept him cool? mineral
drinks? I am driven befide myfelf, oh lady, to
hear of fuch fenfelefs proceedings. Do not we
Saxons hate cold water? Is it {uitable to our
conftitutions? This old woman might have
been the death of your noble father by driving
the ail from his extremities. Ye fhould have
loaded him with bedd-reafes, have fed him high,
and have given him my tried prefcription: to
wit, a penny-weight and a half of the dried
heads of tuberofe-ifis, which in the vulgar tongue
we call greata-crauleac; half a penny-weight of
pear-tree bark, Roman bark, and cummin; a
fourth part of laurel berries, and fix pepper-
corns. All thefe you fhould have ground to a
powder, and added thereto two egg-fhells full of
good wine; and given him to drink thereof,
until he got well.”

Howbeit, my father had tried this remedy
without fuccefs, though I declared it not unto
Bald ; and, albeit Gunfried might, as the laece
averred, have been his death, yet certain it is
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that under her care he became well. As fay the
common people, “ No phyfics more rare, than
fimples with prayer,” fo it had proved in this
inftance. A gilded pill is fometimes morti-
ferous. Flour of wheat, boiled' in milk, hath
healed the fwelled knee of a faint.

About an hour before funfet of the fame day,
my women having uncorded my cheft, I took
therefrom the Pfalter I had illuminated at my
loved mother’s bedfide ; and placed it, not with-
out a little fecret elation, in the hands of the
king. Thereon he fmiling and greatly content,
called unto him Ethelfwitha, that they its con-
tents fimultaneoufly might behold. Now I
with modefty looked another way ; but anon,
venturing to caft mine eyes to the king, I faw his
eyebrows, which were very moveable, quickly
uprife and decline again, and his mouth betray
that he was making merry at my expenfe. Then
my face became fuffufed, as if with the red
colour of ftibium;* and I faid, “You have
fhamed me, my king.” He faid, “ Thy fhame
be upon me, my fifter! of a truth, to laugh at
thee was unmannerlike, more efpecially for thy
failing well to depi® things thou haft never

1 A rouge not unknown to the Anglo-Saxon ladies,
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seen ; but indeed, Ethelfled, thefe waves of the
Red Sea look like freetwungs,! and thefe clouds
like dumplings. Neither wot I how thefe
warriors fhould efcape being fined, for carrying
their {pears fo dangeroufly, nor why this giant’s
head fhould exceed in fize his body, unlefs to
be the better mark. But be not difcouraged,
my fifter; you need nothing but better teach-
ing, Oh that I, in my boyhood, had in many
things been better taught!” And, after a good
deal more parley, that was delightfome and

‘praifeful, albeit that fudden fmile once and again

lit up his face, he faith, ““Have you ever heard
of the famous gofpel of St. Cuthbert, commonly
known as the Durham Book ?”

I faid I knew it had been tranfcribed and illu-

‘minated by the Bifhop of Lindisfarne, a hundred

years ago, and that he had been twenty-and-two
years about it.

The king fayth, « Sifter, believe me, no great
work was ever perfe&ted in a hurry. It was by
labour and patience that the bifhop made his
book worth a royal ranfom. I have defired
that mine eyes fhould fee it, long time, but
would not fend fpears and horfes fo far in

1 The zigzag ornament {o often feen in Saxon architecture,
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troubled times, only myfelf to pleafe ; neverthe-
lefs, now that it may profit you to fee the book,
I will fend. It may be that the monks will lend
it to me on pledge ; or on the word of a king.”
Thereafter he praifed my delineations of herbs
and flowers, my colours of red and of blue, and
the fmoothnefs of my parchments: howbeit,
when I to my chamber retired that night, I was
difturbed becaufe that my limnings had made
merry the king; and was ready to wifh that I
had not fthowed them unto him. Then faw I
how far the pleafure of executing a work of art
exceedeth the pleafure of having it apprifed by
others when ywrought. For fympathy is plea-
fant, and praife is pleafant; but the excellency
of art is that it is allsufficient in itfelf. To con-
clude, I, Ethelfled, thus mufed in my mind:
“Thou, O king, haft many painful, many
weariful hours; and is it not a good thing that,
even at mine own expenfe, I for a little thould
have made thee merry, my brother ?”

Now, behold, over and above the ftuff con-
tained in my brazen-bound cheft, as gems and
goodly raiment, I had brought along with me
two goat-skin bags or pokes, well lined, and
fecured at the mouth, containing fundry matters;
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and herein, I blufth to relate, I had, witlefs,
placed an embroidered purfe, containing fifty-
and-three mancufa of gold, a love-token from my
mother unto Ethelfwitha. . And when the bags
came to be emptied, behold, the purfe of gold
was not therein ; and the fufpicion of theft fell
on Umfreig,'! who had had the baggage in
charge. Now, Umfreig was my father’s cup-
bearer. Full forry was I, therefore, that he of
fuch villany fhould be accufed ; but what could
I do? The lofs was Ethelfwitha’s, not mine,
wherefore, I was conftrained to publith the
matter. And becaufe that it could not be
brought home to him, and he would not con-
fefs, it was decreed that he fhould be tried by
ordeal.

" Now, on having his choice, whether of red-
hot iron or of water boiling furioufly, he decided
on the latter, which fome thought favoured of
innocence, and others of audacious prefumption.
For me, I was ready to weep for him, being
affured of his guilt ; albeit Wulfgith, my woman,
faid fomewhat fcornfully, ¢ Be at peace, lady,
there are ways of feething without being hurt.”
Simon the prieft took the dire&ion of the whole.

1 Humphrey ?
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For three days he kept the man in retreat, feed-
ing him on bread and falt, bitter herbs and
water; and thus brought his fpirit low. On
the third day, a fire was kindled within the
church, and water fet thereon in a copper veffel
and made to boil, in the prefence only of the
prieft and the accufed. Then entered two men
‘of either fide, and agreed that the water boiled
furioufly ; then an equal number of additional
‘men of either fide entered the church, all fafting,
and ranged themfelves on either fide the ordeal.
Then the prieft fprinkled them with holy water
and made each of them tafte thereof ; then they
‘kiffed the Gofpels, and were figned with the fign
of the crofs. All this while the fire was not.
mended, and peradventure the water ceafed boil-
ing; elfe how fhould enfue what happened? A
ftone being caft into the pot, Umfrieg plunged
his hand in after it and drew it out, while Simon
the prieft uttered an ejaculatory prayer, that the
truth might be made manifeft unto all men.,
The hand was wound up in a linen cloth and
fealed; in that fathion it was kept for three
days. At the end of that time, the feals were
broken, the cloth was unwound ; and the hand
was found . . . whole! like as its fellow.

P
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Now, here enfues the marvel. Umfrieg was
afterwards deteted endeavouring to pafs one of
the mancufa, which, unbeknown to him, was
marked ; and being taken in the manner, he
confefled, and fhould have fuffered death.
Howbeit, his kinfmen redeemed him by paying
his were, and the amount of the ftolen treafure,
befides giving borh for his future fidelity. Now,
albeit he confefled his own guilt, he could not
be brought to confefs any collufion or deceit
in the adminiftration of the ordeal; albe Bald
the phyfician, who was certified in his own mind
that fome outward application had hardened his
hand, offered him monies and his mediation
with my father, if he the fame would reveal ;
alleging that the individual wrong would be
greatly atoned for by the general benefit thét
would enfue therefrom, Not one word would
he confefs, that hardened Umfrieg! So Bald
interceded not with my father: the office of
cup-bearer was given unto Snel ; and Umfrieg,
after lying long in bonds, was caft forth, a feo~
lun, that is to fay, one who hath not a penny.
In the old days, had he efcaped with his life, he
would have loft hand and foot. I think he
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afterwards joined a hloth.! All this crime and
forrow. might I, Ethelfled, have prevented, had I
locked the money in the oaken cheft.

Now, fave for this untoward event, my vifit
to the court as at this time was full pleasant;
but, in fo far as others were concerned in it,
completely fecular. There was much to tell,
much to hear: when I fpake of taking the
veil, no one feemed to hear me. Many people
came and went: among the reft was the king of
Northumbria’s fon, who came and did not go.
He was winfome, clerclike, and could play
well on the harp and rote. To my great fur-
prife Ethelfwitha afked me if I would have him
to my hufband. I faid no; I was the bride of
heaven, and dared not to think of an earthly
fpoufe—it would be fin. She faid that was
nothing ; I had taken no vows, and was as yet
unfettered ; but I knew I had taken a vow in
my heart, as facredly as if before the bifceopa at
the altar. Hawbeit I told her not, fave in

general, that I could not, nor would not, where-
" fore Ethelfwitha was on no wife to be blamed
for that fhe bade the king to talk to me.

1 A band of thieves,
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But it fell that ere he returned from the chafe,
I had the grace of a few hours to myfelf; and
the end of my refle&tions was, that my Saviour
muft be all or nothing to me; that my word
would not be worth an egg if I kept it not to
him, albeit none elfe had wift it to be pledged ;
that there was much peace and much profit te
be hoped for, if my life were hidden with Chrift
in God, that he could help me, and that he
would help me through all trials, if fo be I gave
myfelf wholly to him; and that I could and
that I would. - :

Therefore the king, when he had fpeech of
me, found mé firm as a rock, and after faying
all that could- be faid on the matter as well as
any one could fay it, he came to a paufe. Then
quoth the king, “I never knew fo fteadfaft a
mind! go on thy way rejoicing, Ethelfleda!
heavenly angels be thy fpeed! Noted fhalt
thou be among our holy women; and for all*
thou fayeft, in thy too great modefty, of the
ufeleflnefs of an unmarried woman’s life, be
fecure it needs not in thy cafe to be fo, but -may
be quite otherwife ; for you may help me in my
fchemes greatly. I have ftore of high and holy
work that none but one fo pure, fo gentle, fo
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wifelike as thyfelf can do; and I wit thou wilt
do it well for me, my fifter.”

Thereon, what could I do but kifs his hand,
and then hafte away to the chapel and kneel
down before the altar? Happy, happy! to wit
that in giving myfelf wholly unto God, I might
yet be ufeful to and find favour with the king.



BOOK V.

- purreD the king fent a company of
{pearmen into the north,! to demand
of the monks of Lindisfarne (who

% had found refuge in the monaftery of
Crayke) the loan of the Durham Book. And
in pledge thereof, he fent his holy ring and
golden circlet with gems yfette, for the faid
monks to have and hold until that he the book
fhould reftore. Were the time and place con-
venient, I would now relate the dangers thefe
fpears' met with by the way, and the number of
days their journey lafted ; howbeit, they wonne
back at length unto the royal vill, and with
them brought the book, which the monks
humbly prayed that the king of his mercy
would neither dog’s-ear nor deface. Now the
king, being advertifed that the book was at

b We muft take this qn Ethelfled's authority, if at all.
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hand, did inftantly remit and fet afide the mat-
ters he was then engaged in. And fending for
the queen, and for me Ethelfled, that we his
pleafure might partake, he fpent the entirety of
that afternoon, and much of fundry afternoons
following, in contemplating with us the delinea-
tions and devices which had taken the good
bithop of Lindisfarne twenty-and-two years to
execute.

Now, when I faw what good limning might
in very deed amount to, I apprifed my own
craftlefs attempts as meanly as the king himfelf
could do—(howbeit he had never made merry
with them again ;) and with much zeal and ap-
plication I fet myfelf to copy as many of the
borderings and initial letters in the Durham
Book as time would allow, in colours of azure,
and green, and violet, and yellow, and fcarlet,
and gold. For Werefrith the chaplain had
learned the art of preparing gold for the illu-
mination of manufcripts; and the way he did
it was this. He filed the gold very finely,
brayed it in a mortar with the fharpeft vinegar'
he could get, (which proved to be some home-
made wine my loved mother had made of her

1 Ecet: i.e. acetum.,
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own grapes, and fent to the king; but we never
did her to wit what it came to,) and whenas it

turned black, he poured it forth. Then he-

added unto it fome falt or nitre, which diffolved
it and made it fit for ufe.

Alfo, for he was clever in little things, he wift
how to prepare parchment much better than I
had done ; and alfo vellum. His method with
the firft was this: he let it lie, by the fpace of
three days, under lime ; then ftretched it, {craped
it well on either fide, then dried it, and ftained
it of what colour it liked him beft. It pleafeth
me to wit how all things fhould be done, albeit
fome things it pleafeth me not to do.

About this time, my father brought to Win-
chefter our royal lady Ethelfwitha, queen of
Mercia ; and then returned after a-while to his
duty on king Buhred, who was purpofed
he fhould accompany him to Rome; his
royal fpoufe was meantime to remain in
the fafeguard of her brother, king Alfred.
Thus we had two queens, Ethelfwithas, at court ;
which fome people peradventure thought one too
many. Howbeit Alfred the king was always
very kind unto his own cyth and cynn; and thus
it fell that Ethelfwitha his fifter lived upon him

K
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many a day; and when the troubles of the
country increafed, became no {mall burthen unto
him. For this queen was one of thofe who,

while for ever giving out that they are nobody,.

are yet always expeding to be treated like fome-
body. Howbeit, the king at length perfuaded
her to go into a monaftery ; and I am thankful
to fay it was not mine.

Ethelfwitha, that is to fay my fifter, had no
need to fear the comparifons that could not fail
to be made between her and the queen of
Mercia ; there being as much difference between
them as between fescue and cord-grafs.! For
whereas my fifter had always been of excellent
beauty, there was now no woman equal unto
her for fairnefs, in or about the court. And
whereas the queen of Mercia’s hair was of
reddith yellow, and rather harth, Ethelfwitha’s
was of the paleft brown, filkky, and a marvel for
length. And fometimes, for the greater ftate,
fhe let it down to its full length, confined only
by a circlet of pearls: but more commonly fhe
put it up in fhining coils, like Judith of
Bethulia in the fong® whence the king would

! Cord-grafs is remarkably ftiff and ftrait; fescue affords excellent pas-.

turage,
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call her ¢“the woman of the twifted locks.”
And whereas the queen of Mercia’s eyes were
of a cold grey colour, and fomewhat too promi-
nent, Ethelfwitha’s were blue, with foft fhadow-
ings round about. And whereas the queen of
Mercia did nothing from morn to night but
exa& fervice and talk like the foolith, Ethelfwitha
was ever caring for others. And whereas the
queen of Mercia always loved to be helped to
the beft, Ethelfwitha always helped her to .the
beft. And whereas the queen of Mercia was full
troublefome unto her brother,! and Ethelfwitha
loved him as her own foul, it came to pafs that
the king wearied a little of his fifter, and loved
his wife exceedingly.

Now, by reafon of this queen’s coming to
Winchefter and taking fo much upon her, it
naturally befel that I loft my place a little; not
only as fecond woman at court, but in the
thoughts of the king and of the queen: and
thus my approaching profeflion ceafed to be
" the chief thing talked of. Alfred the king was
minded to build and endow a noble monaftery
for ranclike virgins at Shaftesbury, and to make

1 In this eftimate of the queen of Mercia, we fancy we fee a little
feminine difparagement.
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me the mitred abbefs thereof; but the houfe,
which was to be of folid ftone, would take long
to raife; and moreover he was rather fhort of
money ; wherefore he and my father thought it
good that I thould become poﬁulant at Ware-
ham Abbey in Dorfetfhire, which is dedicated
to St. Etheldreda, or, as we fay in the vulgar
tongue, St. Audrey. The mothers and fifters
amounted but to twenty ; and were had in repu-
tation, as well for the fimplicity of their rule and
their fan&ity, as for their deft handling of the
needle, and their fkill in making fweetmeats.
Wherefore, 1 was taken thither by my good
father, to do the abbefs to wit of my intentions.
We were three days on the road, and flept one
night at Winborne. The holy mother received
us right kindlike ; fhe was pleafed at the honour
and wealth about to be conferred on her houfe ;
add to which, as I have fince learned, the arrival
of a new face in a religious houfe is as that of an
angel. We faw nought of the nuns, fave in the
chapel. The abbey, which ftood aloof from the
town and caftle, on a little peninfula formed by
the confluence of two rivers, was getymbrade’ on
piles of oak and alder, by reafon that the marfhy
* Built of timber; like Croyland monaftery,
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ground would not bear the weight of ftone, and
was furrounded by many willows and rufhes.
The chapel had, till of late, been thatched
inftead of leaded; and, for lack of glazing to
the windows, the fwallows and fparrows had been
ufed to fly in and out, chirping and fcreaming,
and to build their hefts within the roof.

I returned with my father to Winchefter, to
await fome needful forms. I faw a couple of
treow-whirtas by the road-fide, a-making of a
gate, the pofts whereof lay on the ground; and
I noted that as much of the wood was prepared
to lie under the ground as above it, for the
greater ftrength. Then remembered I Eadwulf’s
homely faying ; and was a little troubled that I
had indeed feen but the outfide of a hunnery.
At the king’s palace gate were gathered many
men and horfes; and one of our own freedmen,
ftepping up unto my father, faid, “The lady
Eadburga hath arrived.” Then my heart re-
joiced, for that my blefled mother, who had
made the journey by fhort ftages, had reached
the royal vill. And when I faw her loved face,
with the deep-lined marks of her late pains on
it, that were no pains now, I felt gladlike that
Heaven had reftored her dear life and liftened
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unto my vow, and I was ready to yield myfelf
up, a willing ranfom. Alfred the king looked
grave but yet kind, when he faw me: and, faith
he, ¢ Thou haft taken the firft ftep now, and
wilt not, I think, fall back.” I faw he would
not think highly of me if I did. '

Then, or ever my father returned unto king
Buhred, which he very fhortly did, we had a
little fnatch of family happinefs, before we parted
for ever: for I faw his face no more. Very
bitter-fweet was our communing together ; but
my mother was a very confcientious woman,' and
would on no account put a ftumbling-block in
my path by her lamentations. I wonder, even
now, that they oppofed not my vocation a little
earlier, nor bemoaned it a little more than, it
feems to me, they did. After all, I was very
young and tender. . . .

Howbeit, Alfred the king had other burthens
on his mind. It fell one day, that I was
illuminating a capital G with gold, and with
{carlet, and with purple, when he came and ftood
befide me, overlooking me, I thought that
peradventure he was again making merry at my

' She was living in the time of Affer, who fpeaks of her in terms of
high praife.
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expenfe, and was about to atk him what fault he
was now finding, when I heard him give a deep
figh; and, looking up, faw he was not thinking
of my work in any wife, but of fomething afar
off. And feeing me look up, he faith, “Woe
is me, my fifter! . . I wis not if to any good I
have as yet been born. The land is full of
foemen :—what have I done? nothing. The
land alfo is full of mifery,—what have I done?
nothing. The land alfo is full of ignorance, and
fo is its king, and what have I done? nothing.
Woe is me !”—I faid, “ All men love you, my
king.” He faid, ¢ But I defpife myfelf. Forl
know fomething fhould be done, and I know
not how to do it, nor what it is. . . Ho! the
happy man that ever had a fword hanging over
his head by a fingle hair! And yet fo it always
is with me !”*  And he groaned in himfelf and
turned away. ‘

Another time, we were riding at a breathing
pace, through the green fthaw, when we heard a
countryman behind the bufhes fay to his fellow,
“Thou didft not vail thy cap unto the king.”
And the other made anfwer, ¢ Na, I wunna,
For, as comely as he is, wi's blue eyen an’ white

! See Alfred’s Boethius,
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teeth, he’s as cruel as a viking, an’ {h:ings up.
poor knaves an’ they do but fay bentgrafs is
fox-tail. I'fe none of fuch vikingr.” Then the
king faid to me under his breath, bitterly, « So,
all men love me! . . Iam a viking! forrow is
mine, my fifter! I did but feek to keep them
from notorious lying and violence and taking of
bribes by a few examples: and they fay I hang
men for miftaking one grafs for another!”
Then confidered I, and faw that of all men
kings are born to trouble, as the fparks fly
upward ; and I pitied him in my heart. Alfo I
faw that nothing mundane, including worldly
pomp, royal eftate, beauty of perfon, connubial
felicity, can give entire peace; which cannot be
found out of ourfelves, nor yet in ourfelves, but
only in God. Howbeit, I did not yet apprehend
this perfeély.

As about this time, Alfred the king returned
the Durham Book to the monks of Lindisfarne ;
offering them twenty hides of land, with men
and horfes thereto belonging, if they would part
with it. But they would not ; forafmuch as they
alleged its value to be above rubies: therefore
they returned him his circlet and holy ring.!

! This refts on no better authority than that of Ethelfled, which, we

[ SO,
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Alfo about this feafon began the do&rine of
tranfubftantiation, newly brought over from
France, to be much {poken about and fpoken
againft among us. To me Ethelfled it feemeth
the people of that land muft needs, like the
Athenians of old, be ever running after fome
new thing : inafmuch as, not many years back,
they took up the religious worfhip of graven
images, and thought to bring us unto it; albeit,
we would not hearken unto them. Alfo, there
are thofe among them that fable a place cleped
purgatory, where the fouls of them that were
neither bad nor good (as though Chrift fpake of
any but the fheep and goats!) are to be kept
until that the prayers of the living fet them free,
I can only fay that it will be a bad day for
England when thefe corruptions are allowed to
creep in and eftablifh themfelves among us:
peradventure they will, for that we are too
wanting in fufpicion and too fond of imitat-
ing our neighbours; howbeit, I hope it will -
not be in the time of me Ethelfled; they
thall not be countenanced in this houfe if I
can help it.

need not repeat, is none at all, The Durham Book is one of the moft
interefting relics in the MSS, department of the Britith Mufeum,
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Now, the time of my admiffion as poftulant
drawing nigh, my women were bufied in making
me the given number of white tunics; and I
divided among them as impartially as I could,
my pale and dark tunics, and all the reft of the
gay coloured raiment I no longer fhould want.
For fimplicity and uniformity of attire is the
firft rule of the religious life. Nathelefs, my
white tunics coft double the price of the coloured,
and were more trouble to make. For there
were certain folds in the wide fleeves I was
minded to have fitted with much nicety, for the
greater grace; which coft my maidens much
trouble and fome tears: whereupon Utfried, my
mother’s woman, was heard to fay there was lefs
trouble in fitting a bride than a nun. Utfried
would fain have all the credit to herfelf; and
when the younger woman tried the fitting and
miffed it, fhe was heard to fay, “ Young people
are wonder’ wife now-a-days; and yet I have
been thought to know a cricket from a grafs-
hopper.” ‘

Now Ethelfwitha’s mind was that I fhould
enjoy as much world’s-pleafure as poflible in the
little time me remained : whereas, I defired, and
my mother upbore me in it, that I fhould
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thenceforth partake of nothing that fhould inter-
fere with my vocation,

Neverthelefs, there was a pleafure, the only
one in ftore, and a full brief one, the which my
heart faftened on as greedily as it could have
done on any pleafure of the world. This was
my looked-for journey to St. Audrey’s in com-
pany of the king and the queen, who were
minded to fee me to the laft, and who, I thought,
would afford me even pleafanter and dearer com-
panionfhip than even my father had done; and
I wis that the imaginings of this journey, its
halts and fhort ftages, and my naturally being
foremoft in my companions’ thoughts, blinded
me no little to the obfcure darknefs beyond.
But mark how mundane things turn out! My
mother was too feeble for the journey: Alfred
the king was detained at court by prefling
bufinefs; and he behoved to allot the condu&
of the progrefs to the laft perfon I could have
wifhed to go with me. I ventured to name this
flightly unto the king. He faid, «“ Why?” . . .
Alas! how hard a matter it fometimes is, when
“Why” is afked, to give a ftraightforward
answer! . . . I did not, and the matter ftood as
it was.
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Now Ethelfwitha was purpofed in her heart to
go with me, at leaft one day’s journey : nothing
could -thake her. So a company of {pears was
appointed ; and the Mercian queen, thinking it
promifed fair to be a pleafing party, and being
no ways minded to keep houfe with my mothet,
{pake of going and returning with Ethelfwitha.
Truly this would have fpoiled all; and if fhe
had had the leaft rihtlike feeling, the would not
have thought to thruft herfelf between the part-
ing embraces of two dear fifters. Happily, the
gave it up ; partly becaufe Alfred the king went
not, partly, methinketh, becaufe that her hair
always roughened with much riding in the wind,
let her fmear it ever fo much with honey. And
thus, my loved fifter and I had not the trouble
of her company.

I will not fay much of my parting with my
mother : it could not fail that we fhould weep
fore; howbeit, I dried mine eyes as foon as I
could. Whoever you are, now a-reading this
book, you cannot need to be told that great ftir
was occafioned at St. Audrey’s by the arrival of
the queen, who thought fit to go with me the
whole way. All that day there was buftle and
feftivity ; the day following commenced my
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three days’ retreat, which I bore better than I
had looked for ; that is, more brave-like, but: I
think, not much to my fpiritual goed, for my
thoughts were all in tumult. Then I confefled,
and we all went to mafs (the queen had received
the king’s concurrence by a {pecial meflfenger) ;
then I, in white yclad, ftood outfide the chapel
door, and knocked. The prieft and holy me-
ther atked what I wanted. I made anfwer that
I defired to be admitted as poftulant into the
community. They let me in, .and led me up
upto the altar. Then the prieft cut off a fmall
lock of my hair, and blefled me, and gave me
a rofary. I arofe, and went away, quite felf-
colle@ted. At noon, Ethelfwitha departed.

In going up unto the altar, I had heard fome
one whifper unto my fifter, “ What a beautiful
poftulant I” which I tried not to attend to, nor
remember. But how weak and wrong a thing
to let me hear fuch an ejaculation at fuch a mo-
ment! For, doth not a fingle dead fly taint the
box of precious ointment? And my felf-devo-
tion was at that moment as ointment poured
forth at my Saviour’s feet. Thus we add to one
another’s fins and to one another’s burthens.

When Ethelfwitha had departed, the holy
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mother fummoned me into her chamber, and
told me in detail the rule of the houfe.! While
fthe was yet fpeaking, fome one tapped at the
door ; and fhe faid, ¢ Come in,” and proceeded
with her difcourfe. A nun entered, who ftraight-
way kneeled down within the chamber, and con-
tinued in that pofture until the holy mother had
brought her fpeech to a clofe, which fhe did not
haften, but rather drew out. Now, I Ethelfled
had continually feen perfons kneel unto the king
and to the queen, and unto mine own father and
mother, but had never known them thus left
long together without being bidden to arife ; and
the newnefs of the fight was accompanied by
commiferation for the nun, who appeared feeble
in body, and frequently changed colour. How-
beit, the holy mother at length faid compofedly,
“ Thou mayft arife, daughter ;” whereupon, the
nun gat from off her knees, approached the holy
mother, kneeled again, kiffed the hem of her
garment, and then delivered fome trifling
meflage. This little occurrence went much to
the heart of me Ethelfled: I wift fomewhat of
the authority and dignity of the matres monasterii

' It is a difputed point whether the Anglo-Saxon monafteries were not
under a fimpler and more primitive rule than the Benedictine,
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without doors, as, how that a mitred abbefs was
exempt from the jurifdi®ion of the diocefan,
having in herfelf epifcopal authority within her
precin&s, and alfo taking her feat in the great
council of the nation; but I had neither beheld
nor conceived the extent of her rule over her
houfe, nor the amount of fubje&ion of body,
will, and thought, exacted of every foul within
it. For albeit I had been bred up by an aunt
who was an abbefs, or, as we fay in Saxon,
abudiffe, yet the children in a monaftic fchool fee
nought of the nuns’ interior lives, wherefore my
introdu&ion to it was new and {fomewhat revolt-
ing to me.

The holy mother had fcarce concluded her
{peaking,when the bell rang us to the chapel, where
I was ware of twenty pair of round eyes furtively
gazing at me. After prayers came fupper; and
I found that my admiffion was to be kept as a
kind of feftival : though there was but a humble
feaft, after all. The fifters had treen' platters;
and only the holy mother and I had filver fpoons.,
Indeed, mortification was their rule; but they
feemed willing to depart therefrom, too, all they
could. As faith Tinne, ¢ He helped him to the

1 Wooden trenchers,
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beft, though it were but a marrow-bone.” My
feat was next the holy mother, which I took for
2 pleafing recognition of my rank ; howbeit, I
fhortly learned it was only becaufe I happened
to be the only poftulant. Recreation being per-
mitted, there enfued fome attempt at general
difcourfe ; but it proved fo dull that I was
glad when the bell tolled for complines. Then
we all formed in folemn proceflion; and, with
flow ftep and heads abafed, proceeded to night-
prayer. A novice read the prayers and we made
refponfe; while candles were lighted before
different fhrines. Then we remained awhile in
filent meditation, very hufhed and ftill: then

one of the fifters read a difcourfe : then the holy
mother bleflfed us: the portrefs brought in the
houfe-keys and laid them on the altar, faying,
“O holy Father! preferve us this night from
all evil!” Then we each kiffed the floor; and
proceeded orderly, filently, and in the dark,
each to our own cell. There, having knelt in
prayer, each again kiffed the ground, faying,
“ Duft I am, and to duft fhall I return:” then
crofled herfelf and lay down, faying, « Father,
Son, and Holy Ghoft, to you I commend my

fpirit.”
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I Ethelfled could neither fleep nor weep, nor
even think. A tight cord feemed tied acrofs
my heart : {piritually {peaking, there was one.
Wherefore I lay awake and ftill : and, at dead
of night, I heard ftealthful footfteps along the
gallery. Two nuns and two novices were on
their way to the chapel, to {fpend the confecrated
hour.

At four in the morning we arofe. We went
in proceflion to the chapel. We fpent an half-
hour on our knees, in filent meditation. The
bell rang for matins.

After this, we brake our faﬁ Milk, bread,
and a white, ill-made cheefe, were placed on a
table without a cloth. 'Each had a treen cup
and platter. Each maintained filence. One
read aloud. After breakfaft, I was about to go
and wath my hands, but was rebuked, and told
I muft firft atk leave of a profefled nun.
Thereat I Ethelfled was moved in fpirit: how-
beit I gave no token thereof. Many a ftone
lies under the {fmooth water.

. Then we went to our appointed duties; fome
to their needles, fome to their books, fome to
their pfalmody, fome to miniftering unto the
poor. My bufinefs lay in the fcriptorium. It

L
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was the pleafure of Alfred the king that I fhould
obtain a competent knowledge of Latin; it
being, indeed, very much againft his rihtwife
will that the church prayers fhould not be in
the vulgar tongue ; fince he would have had all
men pray not only with the lips, but with the
underftanding alfo. Therefore it was that I
Ethelfled, with his and the holy mother’s con-
currence, applied myfelf diligently unto the
ftudy thereof. And albeit I lamentably miffed
the aid of the king’s chaplains, whofe place my
new teachers very poorly fupplied, yet, by
uncommon application on mine own part, I pro-
grefled faft if not well: inafmuch as, though I
never attained unto writing Latin with purity,
yet my readinefs in it exceeds that of any
woman I know, to fay nothing of many a prieft,
of that fort whom the king is wont to call abbey-
lubbers.

Now in this refpe& I foon found, and have
continued to find all my life, that the labour
brings its own reward. As faith the wife king,
“If thou incline thine ear unto wifdom, and
apply thine heart to underftanding; yea, if
thou crieft after knowledge, and lifteft up thy
voice for underftanding ; if thou feckeft her as
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filver, and fearcheft for her as for hid treafures;
then fhalt thou underftand the fear of the Lord,
and find the knowledge of God.” And this
heartinefs of application brought it to pafs that
the hours I {pent in the fcriptorium foon became
the happieft of my day: and I even learned to
love the death-like ftillnefs, only broken by the
twittering of the fparrows outfide the window,'
and the fecurity from any more importunate
interruption. Howbeit, juft in the middle, it
might be, of a difficult fentence, the prayer-bell
- would ring ; and after prayers came dinner ; and
after dinner, the hour of recreation, when it was
fingular to note after what various and child-like
fafhions the fifters would relax themfelves . . . all
under the holy mother’s eye ; and in her hearing,
too |—and if fhe heard a word fhe thought amifs,
(and they were many,) the recreation was fuf-
pended ; which, fave for the punithment of the
reft, I fhould never have been forry for, for it
was no recreation, to me. At the hour’s end,
the bell tolled twice; then each nun crofled
herfelf, kneeled down, repeated Pater Nofter
and Ave Maria, and returned to her allotted
duty ; and then my real recreation began. For,
3 Ethyrl ; literally, eye-hole,
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if I returned not unto the fcriptorium, I applied
myfelf, ftill at the will of the king and of the
holy mother, to the ftudy of church mufic;

which, as underftood and praifed in this abbey, .

was, I muft fay for it, exceeding bad. In king
Alfred’s royal chapel I had been ufed, aforetime,
to have my foul lifted as unto heaven, while
liftening, as Aldhelm faith, ¢ to the great organ
with a thoufand blafts, the ear being foothed by
the windy bellows, while the reft fhone in the
gilt chefts.” Alfo the fweet fingers had tranf-
ported me much with their holy hymning after
the fathion of John the prieft, who firft brought
the Roman method of finging into our ifland ;
and I learned many of their facred chants by
ear, and could finger them on the organ; and
ofttimes I regretted that there was no better
method of marking the time apportioned to the
fquare characters .that fignified the notes than
that derived from the quantity of fyllables in-
fcribed over them. For fome {yllables fhould
be uttered fhortly, and fome long drawn out,
even as long as the breath will laft without
making the finger red in the vifage or conftrain-
ing to an abrupt conclufion: and, to facilitate
this, I e’en invented a way for mine own ufe,
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which Alfred the king laughed at, and yet faid
had good in it: to wit, fetting the words beneath
inftead of above the- notes, and placing above
each note a numeral to fignify how long the
finger fhould hold his breath, whether while one
might deliberately count one, two, three, or
four. And this invention I was fully perfuaded
in mine own mind would greatly improve the
practice of pfalmody; and whenfoever I thould
be abbatiffa, I refolved to impart it to my nuns;
but meanwhile it was neceffary that I fhould
ftudy it a little more myfelf; wherefore I took
every occafion afforded me by the holy mother,
which was chiefly of an afternoon, to purfue the
ftudy of mufic all I could. And it commonly
fell, that juft as I was beginning to lofe remem-
brance of things terrene and reftraints conventual,
and was upfoaring to heaven’s gate like a lark,
the laft bell would ring. Then the reft of the
round went on: in defcribing one day I defcribe
a hundred. :

Now the fecond hight of my poftulant’s life,
though I could not fleep, I could weep. Me-
thought I faw Ethelfwitha with her little child in
her arms upftretching its tiny hands and pulling
her hair over her face; and my pale mother,
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grave-like, ﬁttiﬁg by and looking on as if fhe
noted them not, but were thinking of me.
“Then I wept and wept, and thought of Ethel-
fwitha’s laft whifper, “Remember thou haft
taken no vows as yet, thou haft only defired to
enter the community ;” and I was fore befted.
Then, while as I lay weeping, I minded me of
Eadwulfs bringing the news of my mother’s
illnefs, and of my going into the king’s chapel
before matins and vowing a vow to dedicate
myfelf a willing fervant unto the Lord, if fo be
my mother’s life might be fpared. And as foon
as I bethought me of this, my foul was no more
toft, but I yielded to a quiet peace, and croffed
my hands on my breaft, and prefently fell on
fleep. '
Next day I was fummoned into the prefence
of the holy mother. She bade me give up any
little trinkets and keepfakes I might have about
me that might ftill keep up fome remembrance
of the world without. Reluétantly, I gave up
one or two little love-tokens I had hoped, from
their fimplicity, I might retain ; but there was
one, I affirm and declare by whatever is folemn,
that I remembered not at the time, nor, indeed,
had on my perfon: to wit, that lock of king
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Alfred’s hair which was cut off the firft time of
all that ever he came unto our houfe; and which
I had fince cnytted with one of Ethelfwitha’s,
and now was ufing as a book-mark. I declare I
remembered it not: afferwards, 1 thought it
was too late, the time was gone by, it would
feem fo filly and fhameful to produce it; the
holy mother would think I had kept it back of
purpofe, which I had not,—I had clean for-
gotten. Befides, that word ¢ whatever thou haft
aboutthee’ . . . andI had it not about
me. So there could be no fin. Howbeit, me-
thought I would confefs it to the prieft next
time, and do as he bade me. Yet, as it fell, I
in very deed forgat it that time; only to remem-
ber it again afterwards; fo that it became a
burthen unto me. Then I hid away the book-
mark; but I wift where it was; had I had
accefs to fire or candle, I would have confumed
it. And fo I fretted and was forry for my fin;
and at laft told of it with tears, and faid truly, I
had forgotten it at firft, and fhould I keep it
now or give it up? To my great furprife and
relief, the prieft (he was very old and indulgent,
. though not very clever,) feemed to take little
heed about it, and faid I might keep it. Oh the
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joy of that permiffion! It was not that I cared
fo much, in very deed, about the book-mark,
(albe it was the laft token of thofe I loved,) as
that it had been the occafion of fin unto me;
and I thought that the holy mother had been the
firft caufe of that fin, by exacing fomething of
me that God would not have required.

Bearing this occurrence in mind, I have ever
been very lenient with the young perfons com-
mitted to my keeping ; quick to detect deceit
~-even about trifles, but gentle with them, and not
exaing. For why fhould we increafe each
other’s burthens? Are they not already heavy
enough ?

There were a few curioufly illuminated miffals
and manufcripts in our library, to which I was
allowed accefs; and a fifter named Paula was
proficient in this art, and gave me much inftruc-
tion ; fo that I became fkilful in the execution of
delicate borderings and ornamental letters. When
I had profecuted this art fome months, I hap-
pened to obtain a view of the Pfalter I had
illuminated for king Alfred, which he had lent
unto the holy mother; and, alone as I was in
the {criptorium, my cheeks were warmly {uffufed,
when I beheld what miferable performances I in
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my folly and ignorance had fet before the king.
“ What could he and muft he have thought of
them ? and how was it he laughed no more?”
were queftions that troubled me greatly. At
laft, methought I was grieving more heartily for
having been guilty of a laughable folly, than I
might peradventure do for a ferious fin. Whereat
I took heart, and refolved to be a good artift
even yet. He that ftumbleth and falleth not,
bettereth his pace.

Albeit the firft week of my new courfe feemed
as though it never would end, my neck grew
ufed to the collar at laft; and the zeal with
which I applied myfelf unto my ftudies took off
for the feafon all fenfe of wearifulnefs and mood-
seocnefle. Howbeit, my fedentary life and over-
much labour of the brain prefently difordered
my health. Thereat the holy mother took
grief ; for, if I died before my profeflion, what
would become of the goodly hereditaments that
were to be abalienated to the monaftery ? More-
over, fhe was well affeted towards me: none
the lefs fo for my being the queen’s fifter, though
fhe loft no occafion of fhowing that worldly dif-
tinétions were made no account of within abbey
precinéts.  Neverthelefs, feeing me fall fick,



154 Chronicle of Ethelfled.

albeit I needed not to be fent into the infirmary,
fhe fomewhat abated the rigidity of the rule in
my cafe, and caufed me to exchange the too
diligent employment of my pen for a certain
meafure of exercife in her garden. Even this
was little enough for one that had been ufed
aforetime to fo much exercife in the open air;
and whileas I paced the narrow walks amid the
flower-beds, I mufed in my mind whether women
ferved God more rihtlike for being mewed up
like birds in cages; and whether, when I came
to be abbefs, I might not, in this refpe&, any
wife remit the rule.

Now, while I was at my pen, the fifters were
moftly at their needles; their embroidery was a
very miracle for delicatenefs ; and as it was much
in requeft in the world without, and brought no
fmall gain unto the abbey, they were habituated
to work garments of empty pride in diverfified
colours, which I Ethelfled fecretly thought incon-
fiftent with their profeflion. For had they not
by their own examples borne teftimony againt.
the wimples and the tunics of this world, the
cyrtels, the mentels, and the fine linen? and
had they not adopted, inftead of a ftomacher a
fackcloth, and inftead of well-fet hair baldnefs,
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and I was nigh to faying, inftead of much
wathing and bathing, a great indifference to the
application of freth water? Sorry am I to fay
it, but fo it was: never have I yet been able to
underftand why, to prefent the cleaner heart unto
God, we fhould go with unwafhen hands; never
could I fee the peculiar fanéitude of St. Cuth-
bert’s practice of wearing his leathern boots day
and night for months together till they dropped
off his feet; nor was there anything I lefs
admired in Queen Etheldreda, abbefs of FEly,
and our patron faint, than her wearing none
but woollen under-garments, and rarely ufing a
hot bath., Howbeit, thefe things muft of courfe
be approached with reverence; and there may
be fomething very improving in dirt, though I
Ethelfled have never been able to find it, but on
the contrary have always endeavoured to incul-
cate among the poor that reforted unto me for
an alms, that cleanlinefs was next to godlinefs.
To a certain extent, it was indifpenfable to
the fifters who broidered fine linen, or they
would have marred their work. A new pattern
was to them a thing of infinite moment. Dif-
covering this, I recreated myfelf by inventing'

1 In later times, we find Dunftan defigning patterns for a lady’s drefs,
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and tracing for them figures of faints, angels,
men and women hunting and hawking, grey-
hounds, eagles, peacocks, &c., the which they
with their minute ftitches ywrought in the per-
fecteft manner. I think the Babylonith garment
that made Achan to fin could fcarce have been
rarer than fome of the robes which they worked;
but they were too ftupid to be able to depart
from what was fet down for them in any wife,
without involving themfelves in difficulty. Alas
for the poor fifters! they were more like grown
children than I had wift that women might be.
The fecond evening that I abode among them,
I had a moving inftance of the flavifh degrada-
tions to which they were fubje&. During fup-
per-time, a fifter was conftrained to proftrate
herfelf on the floor, and trace thereon the form
of the crofs with her tongue, for having betrayed
fome fignals of impatience when one of the
mothers chode her for having disfigured her
work by pricking her finger. And while I was
forry at heart, and could not forbear cafting
wiftful glances at the holy mother, who im-
movable fate, the others only fmiled among
themfelves, and had no touch of compaffion for
her, the poor fifter.
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When I thus noted, day by day, how foolith
and unfpiritual were thefe my allotted com-
panions, to caft my lot amongft whom I had
abfcinded myfelf from the angelical difcourfings
of holy Neot, the deep reafonings of our Mercian
Werewulf, and the heavenward afpirétions of
Alfred the king, I was difmayed within myfelf
at the thought of becoming like thefe my
affociates, who only ferved to deaden my devo-
tion. My walk with God became {piritlefs and
languid: I confefled it with tears unto the
prieft: he prefcribed the ufual penances and
remedies ; and, after all, concluded with biddinLg
me look forward to my new abbey. The firft
ftone had, indeed, not yet been laid; but an
affured hope, however diftant, gives the foul a
ftay ; and in my mind I faw it already getym-
brade and gefraetwian,' leaded and glazed, with
loud bells and deep-founding organ, and beheld
myfelf the mitred abbefs, taking precedence of
the abbefs of Wimborne in the great council,
and ruling a community of holy and high-born
fifters, all fpiritual, all intelle®ual, all meek-

* Adorned with teeth-like ornaments or zigzags. The word getym-
brade, though ftrictly applicable only to wooden buildings, was in common
ufe to exprefs {tonemafonry.
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{pirited, and all profoundly attached unto myfelf.
Then confidered I and bethought me how we
would relieve the poor, nurfe the fick, inftru&
the ignorant, entertain noble travellers, illuminate
manufcripts, fend alms to foreign parts, and be
well reported of all Chriftendom. Then mufed
I in my mind that at the prefent time my pra&ice
in fundry of thefe a&ts of mercy was but {mall;
I wift not the properties of herbs like Gunfried,
nor to drefs wounds like Urfried, nor to ufe the
vein-knife like my blefled mother, nor to infufe
cooling drinks like Ethelfwitha, Wherefore I
made prayer unto the holy mother that I might
take my turn in the infirmary, which fhe readily
granted. Herein I found two or three trifling
cafes, and one that was like to be protracted of
long time, to the great trial of patient and
nurfe . . . to wit, an affli¢ted fifter called
Mildred, who I think was as great a fufferer as
the nun Tortgith of Barking, that was bound in
the bonds of excruciating difeafe nine years, till
at length her bones would hardly hold together.
Is it not in Bede?

The fkin of this poor nun was as colourlefs as
parchment, and her frame fo attenuated as that
I could lift her with eafe; and fuch were her
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patience and fweetnefs that I clave unto her in
love, and found no greater pleafure than in
miniftering unto her night and day. And
whereas her former nurfes were wellnigh wearied
out, and had grown fomewhat fretful at being
inceffantly hindered of their fleep, they were
thankful to be quit of their charge. And fhe,
exchanging help that was begrudged for help
that was proffered in love, conceived for me a
deep and grateful affe@ion, and feemed to take
a new leafe of life; albe it-proved to be but a
blaze of the expiring taper in the focket. Now,
of this poor nun, I wift no more than that fhe
was a thegn’s daughter; for it was our rule to
hold no difcourfe with each other concerning our
forepaft lives; wherefore fhe in like manner
knew no more,of me than that I was fifter to the
queen. However, fhe made out, as was no hard
matter, that I was forry of cheer, and took to
the cloifter unkindlike. Wherefore, at thofe
feafons her pains intermitted and gave her a
little reft, the fpake angel-like of the cares and
temptations of this forry world, and its fhort
duration; and the long duration of the glory-
bright heaven, and how little it would matter
when once we had attained unto it, and faw our



160  Chronicle of Ethelfled.

Lord in the face, through what tribulations we
had paffed to reach it, except, indeed, that every
tear thed would be another pearl in our crown.
And fhe told me that when fhe found herfelf
pining for a fight of the green fields, the thought
how gay. and enamelled would be the fields of
glory ; and when for the blue fky, fhe thought
how blue would be the {ky of heaven ; and when
for dear faces and old friends, how fhe fhould
there have them for ever and ever, befides many
new ones, as well or better worth knowing.
Hearing her thus difcourfe, I became infenfible
or indifferent to my late afflic¢tions; and fhe juft
lived to fee me take the white veil, and then
departed in peace, without need of the rofary
expreflly blefled by the Pope to procure her a
happy death, for which the holy mother had
fent to Rome. I looked out of window as her
happy fpirit fled, to fee was there a trail of
glory, but there was nothing of the fort, nor
yet any audible found of celeftial finging; and
yet I believe the went ftraight to heaven, for all
‘that. '
Now, as touching the white veil, which, had
it not been for Mildred, I might never have
taken at all, in fpite of the contumely, fo difap-



Chronicle of Ethelfled. 161

pointed was I of what I had looked for in a
convent life. . . . The holy mother fent for me
one day, while Mildred was ftill in the body and
hard wreftling with her laft enemy, and my mind
was fo pre-occupied with her, and mine eyes fo
accuftomed to the darkened room, that the light
of the gallery feemed ftrange to me. . . . The
holy mother did me to wit that the king and
the queen had heard of my tender miniftrations
to the afflicted fifter, and were marvelloufly
moved thereat: that they efteemed and reverenced
me beyond what they had ever done before I
entered the cloifter, and were purpofed to fhow
their uncommon fenfe of my defervings by
coming to fee me take the white veil : that I was
a light fet upon an hill, that could not be hid ;
and othermuch to the fame purport, which with
earthly pride and human vanity elated the mind
that, on entering the holy mother’s chamber,
had been fet on far better things. The end
was, that at that moment I felt no averfenefs to
engage for all that was expe@ed of me; and the
preparations which thereupon immediately enfued
for the approaching feftivity, filled the whole
abbey with jocundity, and made me fee fmiling
faces wherever I went. Every one now was {o
M
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kindly affeioned towards me that it feemed as
if hitherto a cloud had been between me and
them, which had prevented me from difcerning
their merit: whereas, I believe, a tranfitory
_ gleam of funfhine a-lighting of a dull landfcape,
would have been the better image. Even the
nun Mildred, reviving a little ere fhe fped away
into the realms of light, took an innocent plea-

fure in the richnefs of my drefs, and the tiring
~ of my hair, which the would fmooth down with
her thin hand: and, to pleafe her, I would
{mile in her face whenever our eyes met; fo
that I feemed, even to myfelf, to be more light
of heart. But then came my nine days’ retreat,
in filence, folitude, and fafting, which brought
my foul more acquainted with itfelf than ever it
had been yet. I think, if it had been protraced
ever fo little more, I fhould have gone mad, the
preffure was fo heavy. As it was, I had dreams
and vifions, fleeping and waking, of good and
bad angels and many unutterable things, fo that
fometimes I could fcarce forbear fhrieking aloud.
At length came a dull, apathetic fit of waiting,
and counting the days and the hours that divided
me from Ethelfwitha ; and then a heavy, dream-
lefs fleep. Therefrom I was awakened by the
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holy mother in her blandeft voice ; fhe told me
the king and queen had arrived, and the bithop
was ready to confefs me, and then I fthould drefs,
and fup.in the parlour,

Oh, it was no fimulated joy with which I
greeted my fifter ! Saith the king, * So, Ethel-
fleda, you hold on to the end!” and I knew
from his look and tone that he trufted I fhould
do fo in very deed, and would have been fore
amazed and troubled had I given any fignal of
wavering. From that moment I took my part,
and played it. Oh, how gay was our fupper!
how fleeplefs the night that followed it! Awake
I had been dreaming, and, when I might as well
have dreamed, I could not fleep. The holy
mother, on fupervifing my attire before I entered
the royal prefence, had faid, * Thou wilt fadden
the queen’s heart, dear daughter, if fhe feeth
how pale thy checks have waxen with nurfing
thy poor fifter ;” and would have touched them
with a little ftibium, a thing I looked not for in
a nunnery ; howbeit, though I dared not gain-
fay her with my lips, mine eyes did {o in filence
fo plainly that fhe, fmiling, faid, ¢ Thou art red
enow, now . . . we will let nature hold her own”
—and ftayed her hand,
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That night, methinks the king told me more
“of the current affairs of the realm during the
foregone year than the holy mother would have
recommended my hearing ; but who fhall fay
“untoa king, What doeft thou? Wherefore I had
matters to ftay my mind upon for many a day:
.and perfuaded I am that the cognizance of
moving tranfations takes our thoughts from too
intent felf-fcrutiny, and too harafling afflictions
about petty troubles. The fifters being all fo
jocund without any fimulation, Ethelfwitha was
avifed to fay, “ How happy you all feem here !
Were I not a queen, I would fain be a nun.”
And the king, eating our placentas,' which, in-
deed, were very delicate, faid, * If you holy ladies
ate always eating thefe good things, no marvel
you are fo fat and well-liking.” . . . If, indeed !
—1I have often fince thought of their fayings.
There were certain law-deeds and parchments,
abalienating certain of the portion of lands
allotted to me, unto the abbey; but the moft
part was kept back till I thould take the black
veil. After the king and the queen had retired
unto the gueft-chamber, I remained kneeling
before the hoft until the firft no&urn. At day- -

1 Cheefe-cakes,
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break I received the holy communion. Then
I was drefled as a bride, and the queen herfelf

~ adorned me with jewels and fleeked my hair with

the filver comb fhe had ufed in my childhood.
When fhe faw mine eyelids quiver, fhe kiffed me,
and faid, * Thou art quite worn out, dear child,
by thy tending of that poor nun.” Then my
bridemaidens led me to the fteps of the altar.
Then we fang ¢ Domine, non fum dignus.”
Then the bifhop blefled my novice’s drefs, and
cut off a large trefs of my hair. Then I retired
into the houfe, carrying my confecrated habit,
and I was clad in it, and my hair cut fhort
round. Then I returned, carrying my late gar-
ments, which, after anfwering the appointed
queftions, I trampled on before the altar, Then
the bithop bleffed me, and gave me a crucifix
and a rofary,

The reft of the day was given to recreation.
Mine was taking Ethelfwitha to the bedfide of
the poor Mildred, who looked on her with great
reverence and affe@ion, and fpake certain words
which the queen faid in after-time fhe never
forgot. When the king, the queen, the bifhop,
and all the gay train had departed, I in my
new habit returned to the infirmary, where
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the poor Mildred now lay in one of her parox-
yfms. Feeling my hot tears drop on her face,
fhe openeth her eyes, and gazing on me with an
intenfe-like love and gratitude, faith, Sweet
angel!” But I for myfelf was a-weeping.

But this was my beft place. I held unto her
till fhe died ; and thereon returned to the fcrip-
torium, and completed for king Alfred a copy
of the Gofpel of St. John, the reading whereof
for the firft time was to my foul’s immortal
good. Howbeit; I marvelled to find therein no
word of abbeys nor monafteries, nor of the celi-
bate life, and fpake thereof unto the confeflor :
but he faid St. John’s was a fupplementary
gofpel, very good and profitable as far as it
went ; but wanting in many particulars I fhould
find in the other gofpels. So I took his word
for it, having no help for it, and learned of
St. John all I could till I had attained unto the
perufal of the other gofpels, which occurred not
until I had taken the black veil; and then,
though I found therein no warrant for the celi-
bate ftate, I had no help for it, and was forced
to hope that, though they fan&ioned it not, they
would not have forbidden it.

Now this my manufcript, being of a far dif-
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ferent execution from the Pfalter formerly men-
tioned, gave the king great contentation, and
he caufed it to be enclofed in a golden cafe, with
precious ftones befet, which, he faid, was, after
all,.but a poor hutk for fo rich a kernel. The
firft page was in gold capitals on a pale lilac
ground ; the fecond in gold capitals on a dark
blue ground.! This labour occupied nearly the
entirety of my year’s novitiate, and, there being
then no queftion whether or no I fhould profefs,
I took the vows with all the privacy and folem-
nity thereto belonging. My nine days’ retreat
found me in a quieter and more folemnized ftate
of mind than when I was wavering between one
courfe and another. I confefled, as before
death, unto the bithop, and received pontifical
abfolution. The day was ufhered in by the
tolling of the great bell muffled, as if I were in
very deed dead; then enfued high mafs, the
celebrants and altar all in black. While the
requiem was a-finging, the mothers and fifters
drew nigh the fan&uary, each bearing a lighted
taper. I proftrated myfelf on a black cloth,
mine arms extended as if on a crofs, during the

1 Vide Cott. MSS. Tit. A, 2: a copy of the Gofpels that belonged to
Athelftan,
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litany for the dead. Then the bithop removed
my white veil, and I retired into the facrifty,
where my head was fhaven. Then my head
was covered, and I returned unto the bifhop,
who blefled my black veil and my coif. The
holy mother produced the parchment infcribed
with my vows, which I repeated in a low voice
only to be heard by the bithop and herfelf, he
holding the hoft before me, to reprefent the very
perfon of Chrift, to whom I was now giving
myfelf for ever. Then I figned the parchment
on my knees; and the holy mother figned it;
and then the bifhop covered me with the black
veil, and gave me the hoft; and I kiffed the
holy mother’s feet, and we fang “ Domine, non
fum dignus.” Thenceforth I was called mother.

This was another ftep, and a very awful one
~ in my life. I was not yet nineteen years of age,
but I feemed to have left the world many years.
Sometimes that appeared a dream, fometimes
this; but I clave to Chrift all I could, only that
- what were meant for my helps fometimes proved
my hindrances. And now and then the quef-
, tion arofe, Do we love Chrift the more for fee-
- ing the world through a black veil? However,
" while we continue in the body, the veil muft in

L&
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many things remain on our hearts. Queftion-
lefs, the world will look fmall enough, anywife,
when we come to leave it.

My experiences, fearching as they were, were
prefently exchanged for thofe of another fort, by
the unexpe@ed demife of the holy mother. She
was of middle age, hale and hearty; but, one
faft day, fhe atetoo freely of a raw fallet, which fhe
witt full well her ftomach could not bear, Well-a- -
day ! we all have our temptations, and we know
we are not to abide here for ever; and fhe had
the ufe of the blefled crucifix that came from
Rome, too late for Mildred ; neverthelefs, it
faved her not from ftrong fpafms and convul-
fions. Wherefore I, fetting no great ftore by
the fame when it came into my pofleffion, made
a prefent of it to one who thought more of it,
and who, on any wife, is the happier for it while
fhe liveth, whatever eafe it may give her at her
death.

In fome meafure unto my furprife, I found
myfelf unanimoufly ele¢ted abbatiffa in the late
holy mother’s place. There was, indeed, none
other nun among the fifterhood fo well born, fo
well endowed with goods, nor fo generally
beloved ; and I had always fuppofed I fhould
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eventually be abbefs of Shaftefbury ; but there
were fo many elder women than I, who had been
a long time in the convent, that I was taken at
unawares, and much ftartled at my new pofition.
Though defiring free acion and authority, I
found myfelf unprepared, and gave myfelf much
unto prayer. Five abbefles were prefent at my
confecration, which was very impofing ; and in
private they favoured me with the refults of
their own experientes on many matters, fome of
which I found profitable, others not. The nuns
offered me their homage with a heartinefs that
was genuine enough, for they concluded, from
my youth and inexperience, they fhould enjoy
fome abatements to their rule. Howbeit, I
pafled the entirety of fundry days and nights in
retreat, fafting, praying, and refleting; and
having at length made out my future courfe, I
proceeded to work it out, in the manner I fhall
record in my next book, which I am ftedfaftly
purpofed fhall be my laft, and wherein I fhall
have fomething moving to relate, touching our
falvation from great danger by Alfred the king.



BOOK VI.

how fhort a thing is life, it me-

feemeth we need not to be in fo

> great a hurry as we often are to get

over the intermediate points between one defired
period of it and another. Here had I been im-
patient enough, I trow, to find myfelf abbefs
of Shaftefbury; and now that I was ele&ed
abbefs of Wareham I found myfelf taken by
furprife. Therefore it was that for feveral days
I fhut myfelf up in firi& retreat, bearing in
mind that great tefponfibilities require great
preparations, even though habitual preparednefs
be not a-wanting. There muft be folemn inter-
courfe with ourfelves and our Maker, with
which our ‘nearcﬁz, deareft friends intermeddle
not. In this my retreat, ftrange unaccuftomed
feelings arofe, fuch as I had not known when I
took the white and black veils: and I found

§H£N I, Ethelfled, confider in my mind
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my thoughts and defires taking quite a new bent,
and the movements of my will tending quite
another way; until, I fuppofe, my whole in-
ternal being underwent fome change, the cha-
ra®er and amount of which I was not fully
fenfible of at the time; nor, I think, have ever
been, till now that I come to look back.

From this feafon I had no more dreams and
vifions and contentions with enemies unfpeak-
able: I found I was awake, and felt I muft
be doing.

It was dinner time, and on a faft day, when I
left my retreat and took the abbefs’s place at
table. Every eye was fixed on me. It fell that
day that our fifh was not drefled with the ufual
care: howbeit, I made no comment, but ate
thereof fparingly and without egg fauce, to
which the others helped themfelves plentifully.
The novice, whofe turn it was to read, delivered
to us the life of Egbert the prieft, who lived
upon bread and milk ; and I was mufing thereon
after the had come to an end, without witting
that all had finithed, when fuddenly becoming
aware that from me was expe&ed a benediétion,
I with fome fervour ejaculated the ceorl’s grace,
“ Thanks be to God for my good dinner.” And
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immediately noting thereupon a general {mile,
if not on the lips yet in the eyes of all prefent,
I looked at them ftedfaftly, and with great
deliberatenefs and determination repeated, Chil-
dren, let us thank God for our good dinner!”
and then pronounced the Latin benediction.
Every eye fank before mine.

Then I went to the late abbefs’s cell, which I
intended thenceforth to make mine own; and
I directed that the feather-ftuffed bed, with
hryfte, beadreafes, hoppfcytan, and all that
thereto belonged, fhould be carried into the
infirmary for the ufe of the fick; contenting
myfelf with mine old hard pallet, without either
pallia or cortinas, Then I went into the holy
mother’s parlour, where there were many papers
to be read and deftroyed ; and therein I found
fome things that liked me, and fome that liked
me not. While thus bufied, with a fire of
billets burning on the hearth, fome one tapped
at the door, and, at my bidding, came in and
kneeled humbly on the ground. I faid, « Rife,
daughter ;” and fhe got off her knees, and with
many felf-abafings drew nigh unto me and
kiffed the hem of my garment. I concluded
fome great matter was in hand ; but it was to’
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tell me of an intolerable odour in her cell, which
had long, fhe thought, endangered her health.
I told her fhe might exchange it for the cell I
had juft left ; and fo continued my affairs.

Next day this fifter, whofe name was He-
burge,! prefented herfelf anew, and with ftill
multiplying genuflexions, reprefented that in
her new cell there was a draught, faving my
holy prefence, that was enough to blow her head
off. I regarded her keenly; but, remembering
to have heard her once complain of the tooth-
ache, I told her that fhe might remove my bed
into my old cell, and have the abbefs’s cell
herfelf.

The nuns now thought they had only to afk
and have ; and fifter Selethryth? next prefented
herfelf to inform me that fhe was quite lofing
her hand for paftry, and opined that we had
better eat placentas daily than that fhe fhould
lofe her cunning.  Alfo, to fuggeft that broths
or foups fhould be ferved on Wednefdays and
Fridays in addition to eggs, lentils, cheefe, and
buttermilk ; and that we fhould have gaudy

1 The Anglo-Saxon nuns do not feem to have adopted new names on
. their profeffion. We read in Bede of Tortgith, Edith, Coenberg, &c.
2 Good-threatener : a Saxon female name,
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days on other feftivals befides Eafter and Whit-
funtide. Unto this I Ethelfled would not in-
cline mine ear, no, not for a moment; and
thereafter I began to manifeft unto them that
gentlenefs was no proof of weaknefs. To their
obedience I kept them up ; and I alfo fet myfelf,
like Nehemiah, fon of Hachaliah, to re&ify
certain abufes. It had been well for me Ethel-
fled, had I only applied myfelf to eflential
reforms : howbeit, I was but young yet. I have
beforetime faid that the barbarous finging of the
fifters had all along been very grievous unto me ;
being very little removed from the fquealing of
cats. I now took them ferioufly to tatk on this
matter, and told them how detrimental it was
to devotion : but my le&ure was only received
with fulky looks. Neverthelefs, I was purpofed
to carry this matter through ; and, being myfelf
gifted with an harmonious voice and a competent
knowledge of mufic, I made ufe of the firft
holiday to call the fifters together and give them
a little inftru&ion.  Herein I Ethelfled was
fore let, as well by their obftinacy as ftupidity.
Sifter Selethryth, in efpecial, upon my infifting
on her bringing forth a note which I wift was
within her compafs, would fing flatter and flatter,
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and, at the laft, let fly her voice with fuch defpe-
ration that it cracked, and produced fuch a
miferable fqueak, that fifter Wynfreda, in defpite
of herfelf, burft forth imto laughing. When
was fuch indecorum heard of? All the reft,
feeing my heightened colour, were fore ydrad,
witting there was no other portion for fifter
Wynfreda than dry crufts and a dark cell: but
it was againft fifter Selethryth, not fifter Wyn-
freda, that my wrath was enkindled ; and upon
my rebuking her very warmly for her mifdeeds,
the waxed fo rebellious and violent, that for the
fake of common order and difcipline, I was
conftrained to put her in bonds. By force fhe
was removed into a dark cell, the ftruggling all
the way thither moft outrageoufly, and {miting
fiter Wynfreda on theeye. Bread and water was
her diet, (it was cheefecake day too !) our fupper
was eaten fadly, and I Ethelfled fhut myfelf
within my chamber to mufe in bitternefs of {pirit
on broken rule and defpifed authority. I was
all weaknefs and ignorance, but I wift where was
all wifdom and ftrength ; and was feeking there-
unto, when, lo! I heard a horn wind outfide the
gate. Alfred the king had come down to con-
fider the defences of the caftle, and had ridden



Chronicle of Ethelfled. 177

over to fee how I fared, and give me greeting.
Never was freondlic word more pleafant! I
received him with tears in mine eyes: he mar-
velled thereat, and would wit why they were
a-fhedding. Thereupon we had a long colloquy,
which was of the greateft moment to me in the
condu& of mine after life. He thought me
much lefs to be blamed than I thought myfelf;
indeed, brake forth into laughing when he heard
the origin of the offence ; howbeit, he admitted
the confequences were grievous, and muft be
remedied. To clear myfelf, albe he faid I
needed no clearing, I fummoned fifter Wyn-
freda, the novice, to do him to wit of all had
happened. Her fears had blanched her chubby
cheeks and yclofed her mouth as tight as a
button ; by reafon of which, when fhe had de-
parted, the king faid, ¢ Can thatgirl ever laugh ?
I could hardly take her own word for it.”
Thereafter the culprit herfelf was brought
into his prefence, trembling like an afpen
leaf; fo as that her guards were little wanted.
The king looked as grave as though he were in
the witena-gemot. Quoth he, “ I had no know-
ledge until juft now how hard a woman could hit
. . . thou muft have miftaken thy vocation, and
N
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thouldft rather have helped me fight the Danes.
Wonderlike it is to me Alfred, that any born a
woman fhould within her heart find it to give
reafon of difquiet to one fo young, fo gentle,
and fo worthy of all honour as this holy mother.
I Alfred, cyning, have known her ever fince fhe
was a child, and know no one, a woman born,
fo worthy to be loved, fave her own fifter, my
wife. Believe me, ye are favoured among women
to have fuch a mother for your abudiffe, whofe
fingular genius and acquired learning (nay, I
Ethelfled muft not truft myfelf to recal all this
. . .,) and who is not’ only holy, but high-
born, not only learned, but ranclike, who refufed
wonderlike good offers of marriage that fhe
might wholly give herfelf to heaven, and whofe
fame for fané&ity and book-lere is beginning to
be noifed abroad in foreign parts. To conclude,
I Alfred, king, am fully perfuaded in my own
mind that if ye will but give yourfelves wholly
and with one heart unto the direion of your
holy mother, there is little queftion of your
fifterhood becoming the moft famous, not alone
in England, but in Chriftendom, to fay nothing
of the more eminent among you being canon-
ized hereafter. And to further and promote
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this moft defired end, it needeth nought but that .
ye thould obferve implicit obedience, unlimited
good humour, holy temperance, continual quiet-
nefs, fteady induftry, fincere piety, and take dili-
gent heed unto your copybooks.! You, prifoner
at the door, commonly known as Selethryth, or
the good-threatener, I have defired your holy
mother, who is long fuffering and foon pacified,
to overlook this once your unpardonable offence,
on condition of fincere penitence and a week’s
entire filence, And now let us to prayers.”
The king went with us to vefpers, and fang
loudly and cheerily: I did my beft to imitate
his example ; the poor fifters fang like mice in g
cheefe, but more tuneably than aforetime ; and
the fervice was very refrething and compofing to
usall, Then the king ordered his horfe to be
brought, faying, I fhall not now infift on the
board and lodging for three days, you owe me
for that parcel of land.”? And he vouchfafed
to tafte our placentas ; and as he departed, faid,
fo that I only could hear, ¢ Farewell, Ethel-
fleda: I fhall now return to Winchefter, and

! j.e. Waxed tablets,
2 A common condition under the Saxon kings, when the abbeys were
the only places of reception for travellers,
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tell Ethelfwitha I left your face two inches fhorter
than I found it. My good little abbefs! you
have been early fet in authority over an intra&-
able community; but be brave, be conftant, be
prayerful, and all will be well.”

Thereon the king departed, leaving a frefh-
nefs and gladnefs behind him like as we find in
the green’ woods and freth air and funfhine.
Methought it much kindnefs for him to f{peak
fo well of me in hearing of my nuuns; and from
this time there was nothing among them but
cheerfulnefs and obedience. Shortly there arrived
from the king a prefent of waxed tablets and
poyntels,! for the ufe of the fifters who would
apply themfelves to write ; but I grieve to fay,
that after much trouble, there was not one
among them that attained unto the pen of a
ready writer.  This is, no queftion, a gift from
above: it comes not to all : therefore I was fain
to let them apply themfelves unto that for which
they truly feemed to have capacity, to wit, their
needles, rather than to labour painfully at that
for which they had no true vocation.

As about this time, departed holy Neot, and
went to glory.  Verily he was a rihtwife and

1 Iron pens.
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faintly man, if ever there was one. He was
born to kingly rule, and might have worn a
crown; howbeit, he would not, left the world
thould be too great a fnare unto him. Yet, and
if all our good men were to fhut themfelves up,
what manner of rulers fthould we have? How-
beit, Neot ruled the ruler, ever and anon, even
after his death, as will be related hereafter. He
took the cowl at Glaftonbury ; feven times vifited
Rome, and, in conclufion, getymbrade a monaf-
tery. One feature of his was notable : he would
try to fingle out the beft qualities of his brethren,
and unite them all in himfelf: as, the holinefs of
one, the patience of another ; howbeit, he might
have found them all in our Lord.

But now come I to our great and dreadful
peril.  The Danes, under Guthrum, who had
abode in Cambridge by the fpace of twelve
months, now prepared themfelves for acion, as
the manner of their nation is, by lathing up
their paffions with dreadful howlings, clathing
their fwords, clanging their fhields, and pranfing
hither and thither like fo many mad creatures.
It might very well have been foreboded that this
would take place, fo foon as the fighting feafon
commenced : howbeit, we Englith, according to
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our wont, had defpifed the danger while it was a4
little way off, and fate by our hearths, roafting
apples and drinking hot ale all the winter. And
if any one ventured to remark, ¢ The Danes
are coming !” the only anfwer he had for his
pains was, ¢ Oh, they are, are they ?—Only let
them, I fay ” And fo we went on in this un-
godly ftate of fecurity, (for why fhould God
help thofe who were fo little troubled to help
themfelves?) And the king, now and then,
thought he fhould do fomething, but wift not
how he fhould do it : and fo it came to pafs, the
Danes entered into their fhips and fet fail for
‘Wareham ! '

I remember it was St. Matthias’s Eve . . ,
was looking forth of my lattice at the two days
old moon, and the great planet Jupiter a-fhining
above him,! as it were a ftone’s caft . . . when
I became ware of a fierce red light fuddenly
upburning from fome diftant village. Anon, a
herdfman’s horn windeth clamoroufly at our
gate ; and the portrefs tells me a poor fwain
craveth immediate {peech of me; fo I defcended
unto him, foreboding evil. He was a rough,

¥ The Saxon moon was mafculine,
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fimple ferf, all apant with hafte ; and thus unto
me he {pake :—

«“At funfet drave I my flocks to fold. I
tarried on the top of the cliff, and looked acrofs
the fea. Then faw I what feemed a little white
cloud, no bigger than my hand, a rifing from
the fea. Prefently feven fail were fhining in the
fun. At length I counted thirty. Then fled I
to give alarm ; but my knees trembled, and my
tongue clave to the roof of my mouth. The
fwains gathered to look out, but what could they
do? Some fled inland to fpread the wail, fome
to drive off their ceap,’ fome to carry their
wives and their children to the caftle. Mean-
time landed the Danes. They {warmed like
bees ; they afcended the cliffs like grafshoppers
they brake not their ranks, they went forward
every man on his ways, with his fhield over his
head. Like the noife of a flame of fire that
devoureth the ftubble was the hum of their
voices. They enclofed and drave before them
not a handful of fheep or kine, but whole herds
and flocks, to feed thereof. By reafon of their

1 Cattle. Hence our milk-maids ftill fummon their cows by callmg,
¢ Cup! cup!”
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numbers the land gathered blacknefs. They
burned our thorp, and all the fouls that were
therein.  Next they will come to the caftle and
the abbey. And now, holy mother, take thought
what you fhall do ; for who fhall deliver you out
of their hands?” -

I faid, “Go and fend me Eadwulf, my land
bailiff. And let all that are in diftrefs, and all
that are homelefs, and all that are frightened,
come within our precinéts as faft as they can;
and we will do our beft for one another.” Then
I gave him a.thrymfa,' and a drink of warm ale,
for his foul was fainting within him. And his
{pirit returned unto him, and he went forth ;
and the bell rang us to night prayer.

So foon as the keys were laid on the altar, and
the nuns were in their cells, I gat me into the
chapel, and lay down on my face before the
altar, and prayed hard, and wept fore. And I
faid, Ah, Lord God, have mercy on us; have
meréy on Thy people England, and fhow this
time what is the difference between a people
that prayeth and a people that prayeth not!
Come among us, and with great might fuccour
us, ‘becaufe there is none that fighteth for us but

1 A fourpenny-piece,
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only Thou, O Lord! Wherefore fhould the
Danes fay, Where is now their God ?

Before glomung,' the next morning, the poor
people came flocking unto us, fome with a few
theep and cattle, fome with only a pig or an afs,
or a couple of hens, fome with only the clothes
on their backs, to take fhelter within the precinéts,
Not that there was much fafety to be expeéted
within them : for our houfe, as I have elfewhere
faid, was chiefly getymbrade, and at the mercy
of the firft brand ; but it made a fort of rally-
ing point; the caftle being already over-full :
and fome of the dwellers in lone foreft booths
and thepherds’ huts had a notion, falfe enough,
that the pagans would reverence holy ground ;
others, more juftly, thought God would care for
His own, and be our buckler of defence : others
had pity for us, and refolved to make common
caufe and fight for us, along with their own wives
and children. And thus it fell, that the fpace
enclofed with palifades round about our houfe,
which might be as it were an half-acre, that a
yoke of oxen might plough, was prefently brim-
full of women, children, and confufed live ftock ;
while, without the ftakes, on the only fide that

! Dawn ; gloaming,
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had no natural defence from the confluence of
the two rivers, the men drew up, undifciplined
and ill-armed enough, but ftaunch to a man, and
ready to die at their pofts ere an evil fhould
happen unto us. But what were they againft
fo many? And how wift I that the Lord’s pur-
pofe would be to deliver us out of the hands of
the heathen, any more than he had delivered any
of the monafteries all along the eaftern coaft?
I thought of Croyland; and how the grey-
haired abbot was flain before the altar, the prior
in the veftry, the fub-prior in the refectory :
only a little child furvived to tell the tale. I
thought of Peterborough, with its abbey and
its library, the glory of the age, for fifteen days
a burning : the abbot and monks all flain. I
thought of the nuns of Ely, who disfigured
- their faces, that they might aftonie the Danes,
who, indeed, fled away to a man; but not before
_they had fet fire to the monaftery and burned
every foul alive. And now, here were thefe
very Danes, headed by the felfsame chiefs,
Guthrum, Amund, and Ofkitul, mafters and
adepts in cruelty and rapine, within our fight,
and even our hearing ; for we could catch the
faint rumour as of the yelling of a pack of fox-
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hounds in fome far-off upland, and now and
then a huntfman’s whoop, and a long, fhrilling
cry. And this fet all the blood-hounds_ and
wolf-hounds within our precinés baying ready
to fplit their throats, and ftraining againft their
leathes; and the oxen lowing, and the porkers -
grunting, and the fheep bleating, and the infants
wailing, and the mothers weeping and withing
there had been room for them in the caftle.
Thefe latter I gave in charge to the nuns, to
fofter and comfort, and thereby divert their
thoughts from their own ftrait a little ; for, in
footh, they were fore befted ; and many a white
and many a black veg'was quivering with fears
that could not be ftayed. I bade them be much
in prayer: for myfelf, I ftood on the wall, right

" over the gate, and prayed at my poft; receiving

news ever and anon, from fome frefh fcout;
and now and then intermitting my prayer for
the help of God with a pafling with for a little
more help of man. . For I could not help noting,
with fome bltterneﬁx oF: ‘heart, that not a fighting
man had come to our aid but fuch as were under
my own jurifdi&ion ; all the reft having doubtlefs
muftered at the caftle, which truly could make
a better defence, but whicH therefore was all the
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lefs in need of them. Such are men, whom we
women fo often love more than we love God.
But mark the iffue! The caffle fell! The
Danes flew all the fouls that were therein : they
thereby obtained the command of the whole
country round about; and the fcouts brought
news that, after caroufing for a while, and
emptying the caftle larder and butteries, they
were purpofing to march upon us, Now arofe
one univerfal wail,—who can wonder thereat?
Even Eadwulf turned red, and then white. . . .
I have always forgotten to find a convenient
place for faying, that my fofter-father, having
been fent on a fpecial muffage to me juft at the
time our land-fteward died, I had, to Eadwulf’s
great advantage and mine own, made him his
fucceffor. We now ftood together on the wall :
anon we fee a great duft, and the glitter of
fpears and bofly fhields. Prefently the pagans
were loft in a thicket. We were all praying
hard, within and without the houfe; but it
feemed the will of God we fhould be loft. Still
I bare in mind, that it was as eafy to Him
to fave by few as by many ; the laft moment,
as the firft; by a rumour among the mulberry-
trees, or by the br@king of a few earthen
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pitchers.! And I thought, Is His arm fhortened,
that it cannot fave ? May it not be His good plea-
fure to help us? But my fenfes were fo quick-
ened by the immediate prefence of danger, that
I think I could have heard a cock crow, or have
feen a funbeam light a weathercock twenty miles
off. I heard Eadwulf mutter between his teeth,
“] can die for her, but that won’t fave her!”

. and he looked down the wall, and
then quickly at me, as much as to fay,
«Shall we caft ourfelves down headlong to-
gether ?”  But this was a fuggeftion of the
evil one, for there were others within the houfe
as defencelefs as myfelf; and depending on me
for prote®ion; and I looked ftedfaftly away
from him with mine eyes towards the wood,
whence I expe&ted each moment to fee iffuing
the Danes. I heard him give a great figh; but
the next moment he uttered a loud cry, and,
plucking me by the fleeve, pointed towards the
Trent, Shading our eyes with our hands from
the rays of the declining fun, we could make
out a diftant troop of horfemen advancing upon
us from that dire&ion, juft as the firft glimmer
of fpears fhowed the Danes_emerging from the

1 Judges vii. 20,
L 4

&
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wood. We feemed hemmed in on either fide!
I cried aloud, “ Heaven help us! ”—but the fame
moment, Eadwulf, his face all a-blaze, fhouts,
" ¢ Praife the Lord, ’tis the king!” And fo it
was; and fo Heaven 4id help us. We heard
them from afar give three jolly Englith cheers
—And did not our men cheer too ?

I Ethelfled can never dwell on that refcue
without wet eyes.! From what a ftrait did the
king that day work deliverance for me and the
poor fifters! . . . . Ew! how he and his men
laid it on, and drove the villain pagans right into
and acrofs the Frome ! At his feet they dropped,
they fell; where they dropped down there they
lay dead. The lean wolf and the hungry vulture
rejoiced. It was a great, a deadly flaughter; yea,
they took much prey. The king was a mighty
wind, that difperfed the clouds like mift : they
rolled from the fide of the hills, and the valleys
laughed and fang. How his fword leaped out
of his fcabbard! he loved to defend the weak.
The field was ftrawed for miles with {pears.and
cloven fhields. He chafed them back to the

V Affer merely fays, ¢ They (the Danes) left Cambridge for Ware-
ham, where was a nunnegg between the Frome and Trent, fecure
on all fides but one. Here Alfred made them f{wear on the Chriftian
relics,” &c,
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towers that rofe on the rocky banks. Even
here his hand did not leave them, nor his right
hand ceafe to hold them, till they fware on his
holy ring, the ring of the holy crofs, Then he
left them cowed and aftonied, and returned with
his warriors by night. And we went forth and
fang jubilate, and fpread him a feaft of our beft,
» L » » * _

But what cared thofe unrihtwife pagans for
{wearing on his holy ring, yea, or on their own
bracelets, which they held much more facred, or
for breaking the holy truth, which they held not
facred on any wife? Had they kept it, they
would have belied their own nature, which was
akin to all evil. They attacked an outlying
party of the king’s horfemen the very fame
night, while we were making merry and giving
of thanks within doors; and making off in the
dark, they conveyed themfelves to Exeter, whence

the king in vain ftrove to diflodge them.

And now commenced the forrowfulleft feafon
that England ever knew. Alas, my brother!

" would that I could have aided thee! or that the

fpirit of wifdom, and difcretion, and ftrength,
had been in thee, to know what to do, and to do
it! Then, after the year of Seven Battles, thoy

‘wouldft not have been feven years a fugitive and
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a wanderer on the face of the earth, hunted like
a partridge on the mountains, a fteorlefs feolun,
like David, the fon of Jefle, in the wildernefs;
thy dwelling with the wild beafts of the field,
and thy body wet with the dews of heaven, like
unto the great king of Babylon. Oh! then
was fulfilled the dark faying of Neot, that thou
fhouldft be humbled and brought low. Thy
people witted not what had become of thee, and
were as filly fheep lacking a fhepherd, or as
pigeons frighted from the corn. For their
ftrength and their hope had perithed from the
Lord. His hand was not fhortened, that it
could not fave ; but our iniquities had feparated
between us and our God. Therefore He removed
every ftronghold as it were a tent that a man
wrencheth up the pegs thereof ; He tore up our
homes as one eafily draweth herbs out of the
garden when the mould is wet with dew : He gave
up the walls of our palaces into the hands of the
enemy, and let our young men and maidens
perish by the fword. We were a very fcorn
unto our foes, and a derifion to thofe that were
round about us. For this caufe, our eyes ran
down with water, and our cheeks were fouled
with weeping.  The found of the harp and the
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rote was no more heard : the mirth of the land
‘was gone. Eafter was as forrowful as Lent, and
there was no merriment at Yule. The grape
temained uncruthed: the ungathered apple
dropped from the bough. The foxes might
break the hedges, there was no man cared to
fnare them ; the wolves might prowl round our
folds, there was no man had fpirit to flay them ;
the rooks might prey on the corn, there was no
one minded to fcare them. Men fate by the
hearth and fighed ; or fpake fhort, like a favage
growl. They longed to unite and make head:
and their thought was, Where is the king ?

My father was ftill at Rome; fo my mother
took fhelter with me. How fweet to have a
refuge to offer my blefled mother! We were
in a lefs defencelefs ftate than when the Danes
took us at unawares; for our poor houfe had
been much repaired and ftrengthened by my
dire&ion ; and whereas our palifades were better
for keeping nuns in than for keeping pagans
out, the king, ere he departed from our coafts,
gave commandment that a good ftone wall
fhould be getymbrade about us, on our weakeft
fide. Indeed, this made our dwelling lefs cheer-
ful, but far more fecure ; and the king, to fhow

o
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how fafe he held us to be, fent us fundry heavy
. i
chefts, with cords well enytted round them, con-
taining I know not what, but, doubtlefs, plate
and bags of treafure and goodly raiment ; fince
we were to have them in ftri& charge, and they
have never been claimed yet.
About this time, the following fong was much

in the mouths of the people :—
¢ What feckeft thou in the brake? The blue eggs of the bulfinch.

What feckeft thou in the brake? The blue flowers of the fpeedwell.

What feekeft thou in the brake? The blue eyes of the king.

What look ye for i’ th’ air? The path of a fwallow,

What look ye for i’ th® air? ‘The rifing of a lark.

What look ye for i’ th’ air? The flight of a king’s arrow.

Never yet look’d I for an eagle in a marle~pit,

Nor for a curlew’s neft in a green thaw.
But yet in a foreft have I feen a burnt fpot where a king hath drefl™d

his meat.™
Thus their very fongs were forrowings, and
their fpeech lamentings. For ourfelves, we were
fhut in fo clofe, that we were fometimes a long
whil€'without hearing aught of what was befalling,
fave from pilgrims, wayfarers, and the like,
whom we hofpitably entreated.

One day, a {’cranger, ragged, and thh bleed-
ing feet, came to the gate to crave an alms, and
whileas he was yet {peaking, he fell ftraightway
all along upon the earth, by reafon of his ftrength

Q
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failing him through -travel and much fafting.
We had him into the hofpitium, and I wathed
his feet myfelf; and when his fpirit returned
unto him, I fed him with bread and wine. Then
I fought of him news of the king; and there-
upon, thus he fpake :—

" ] was fent by a chofen few to feek the king.
{im fought I in Athelney. We would wit were
- ftill alive, or muft we choofe us another king.
Therefore difguifed I myfelf, with clipped hair
like a ferfs, and I fouled my face and my hands,
and went ragged and barefoot. I tracked him
into the remote weft, into a land of marfhes and
fens and ftagnant waters. But I found not the
hare in his form, neither the fox in his cover.
One day an arrow whiftled paft me, and a man
rufthed after a fawn. I faw him anon through
the buthes, and thought it was the king. I fol-
lowed by ftealth on his track : he had the fawn
on his thoulders, and he made his way through
the briers, down to the edge of a lake. There
he untied a fhallop, and ferried himfelf acrofs.
Then I followed the banks of the lake, till at
length I came to a ford; I got acrofs to the
ifland, which was all in a tangle of wood. Many
animals of the harmlefs fort were in it: I came
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upon goats, kids, and hares. I difturbed fundry
pheafants, and heard the whirr of partridges.
Anon I come to a glade, and fee a woman
milking a goat. She was wonderlike to look on -
for beauty: I knew her to be the queen. She
carried her creche within-doors, into a little
wattled cot. Then ftole I up to the door, that
was only fparred with a latch. I heard fome one
withinfide reading ; it feemed me, a godly book.
The reader’s voice was fo pleasant, I would fain
have lifted all night. Then I heard a young
infant weeping, and the mother checked it, and
faid, ¢ You brat, if you wail fo loudly, I will
give you to the Danes!’ But the fmothered
its cries with kifles, and the reader went on with
his book. Another man’s voice now founded,
and I heard him fay, ¢ My king! there is little
meat on this fawn, now I have fkinned it.” Then
he, I now knew for the king, made laughing
anfwer, and faid, ¢ Then you and I, my thegn,
muft eat the lefs, for I fwear I’ll hunt no more
to-day.” Methought he was then ftepping forth,
fo I raifed the latch and begged. Wonderlike
looked they all, and faid, ¢ What, are we found
out sere 2 And the king held fome parley with
me ; but I let him not wit who I was. I begged
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for a morfel of bread; and the king bade the
thegn fetch a loaf. Quoth the thegn, ¢ We
have but one left, and this we can fcarcely {pare.’

~ Saith the king, ¢ This poor knave needs it moft;

I am minded that he fhall have half. Oh that
all the wants of my people could be in like
manner fupplied!” So he brake the loaf in
twain . . . It was one of the loaves they call
loudas. And I blefled him once and again. I
was nigh faying fomething, but did not. My
purpofe thus far was fulfilled. I had learnt
where abode the king. So I fped towards thofe
who had fent me; but fell among thieves by
the way. There was nothing they found to
take from me, {o they beat me and left me alone.
But my ftrength was almoft fpent, and I think
you have faved my life. I was bitter in heart
when I found him with his fair wife and his
friend in the hunter’s booth. But my heart
melted when he fpake of his people, for I faw
a tear in his eye: and methought fomething
heavenlike within him was made known in his
breaking of bread.”

Now, from what I afterwards learned, it ap-
peared that this thegn, for he was no lefs, re-
turned unto thofe who had fent him, and made
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known unto them where he had found the king.
Whereon they reforted unto him in the Royal
Ifland, or Ifle of Nobles, as it was afterwards
indifferently called, and plighting anew their
fealty, aided him their beft to conftru& a place
of fafety, whence they might iffue continually to
harafs the Dane. Sometimes they gat the better,
fometimes the worfe: but, on any.wife, they
returned, untracked, to their ftronghold, which
beginning to be wotted of by them that were
faithful, their party waxed ftronger and ftronger.
They made a rough bridge to the iflet, on which
they getymbrade two towers. Meantime, news
was brought to the king of the movements of
the Danes ; but as the fpies’ reports agreed not
always together, he wanted to have more certi-
tude thereof. _

One evening, when the days were lengthening,
but ftill cold, I was fitting by the light of a fire
of billets, when the portrefs ufhered in, without
a word, a tall, dark figure, clad in minftrel
fathion, with a harp at his back, and holding by
the hand a moft fweet little child, fome five
years old, with fair hair falling all over her
fhoulders. I knew him at once for the king,
After our firft gladlike greeting, he faid, “I
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come, Ethelfleda, to put under your fafeguard
our little Ethelgiva, who is minded to be with
you as long as you will keep her; and her
mother’s with and mine is, that you make her as
much like yourfelf as you can.” Then he fet
down his harp and warmed his hands, and dried
his hair, which was wet with {pring rain; and he
faid, ¢ The time is now come to do fomething,
and I hope to find how to do it. I am bound
for the Danith camp.” I faid, < Ah, my
brother, go not alone amid thofe fell Danes!”
and forebore not to weep. But he anfwered
and faid, “If thou wouldft have a thing half
done, truft it to thy neighbour ; if thou wouldft
have it whole done, do it thyfelf. I am weary
of my life, with doing nothing to purpofe for
my people. And now I will mufter them at a
fet place, and lead them to vi&ory, or die. I
have dreamed of holy Neot, who ftood by me,
and faid, < Up, why fleepeft thou? behold, the
fet time is come.” So fill me a cup of wine, my
fifter ; and weep not to break my heart.”

Then, to cheer me and make me of good
courage, he told me how brave-hearted and
helpful Ethelfwitha had been; and for all the
lowlinefs and incertitude -of their living in
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Athelney, how pleafantlike it had been to har-
bour with her under the green boughs, ¢ Only,”
quoth he, 1 heard my people’s cry in mine
ears, day and night.” And he told me what
pains he had been at to find the place ; and how
he had carried Ethel{witha acrofs to it on his
fhoulder.

 Before I found it,” quoth he, ¢ a man found
me ftraying on the dun.' He afked me wha I
was, and what I fought. I told him I ferved
the king, who had juft been beaten, and I was
looking for fhelter. Thereon he took me home,
to & herdman’s ruftic cot. They gave me food
and lodging. I abode with them certain days.
When the fwain, whofe name was Denulf, had
herded his fwine, he came in and fate by the fire,
and, with acorns for counters, made reckonings.
Thereon I laughed, and told him_ he fhould be a
clerc: peradventure he had been born for a
bifhop.? He faid, ¢ Better be a herd that can
herd his fwine, than a king that cannot fave his
people. If a wolf attacks my pigs, I throw
flones at him, and chafe him away ; which is

1 Down.
8 The king afterwards encouraged him %o apply to lettess, and finally
made him Bithop of Wiachefter,
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more than king Alfred does with the Dane/
One Sabbath morn, the man and his meowla
would go forth, leaving certain cakes, well
befcwon and well gefyfled, a baking on a pan
over the fire; and the good wyf me fpake,
¢ Thou’s nawt to tend fave thine arrow an’ thy
baw : fee to ’t,lad, whenas t’ one foid o’ t’ keaks
is browned, an’ turn them to teother.” But well-
away, my thoughts to other matters fled, and
the kesks were finged; and the wyf, coming
back, ftormed like a fea-king, and {fmote one of
mine ears and then the other., And, quoth fhe,
¢ Couldn’t thee moind the keaks, lad? Befhrew
thee for ’t! thou loikes to eat them vaft
enow ’—I bare it meekly; only afking her
whether fhe were of kin to Selethryth the nun.”

Then we difcourfed of fundry matters per-
taining unto the kingdom; and alfo unto this
poor houfe. Then he took up his harp, and
arofe to depart, faying, “You fhall foon hear
good or ill tidings.” I fhowed him the ftone
wall, and faid, ¢ Thou haft enfafed us now,
brother!” He gave it an earneft look, and
made anfwer, “Qh yes, you are now ftrong
enough : it may hap that I fhall fend you the
queen.” And, looking round about him, and
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then at me, he faid, * Thourt but young
yet,—” gravelike: and, without another word,
rode away. The place looked dull, in the dutk ;
and, juft then, he thought me a blot.?

Or ere many funs had fet, came the glad
tidings that he had rallied his people in Selwood
foreft. At the ftone of Egbert they met: a
ftone to be much fet by. The news of his
taking arms fpread like wildfire; the people
flocked unto him with gladnefs.  Nothing was
to be heard but horns, trumpets, and the ringing
of arms. Two days continued the muftering :
on the third, the king led them forward. He
inflamed their fouls with his words; who c¢an
fpeak like the king?  They came at length on
the foe, caroufing and making merry. Then,
who fhall tell what enfued? They fought
beneath the king’s eye.  Firft, the arrows flew
like fnow-flakes, then followed the lances; and,
anon, each man was hewing at another with his
fword. As a ftandard-bearer ruthed paft, the
king, in his heat, cried, * See! Neot leads us! 1
and the cry ran from mouth to mouth. What
remains to tell? The Danes were winnowed
like chaff; the victory remained with the kmg

1 A victim,
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It was a day to be much remembered. The
king followed hard after them to their ftrong-
hold, and befieged them ftraitly. Men from all
quarters continued to flock to his ftandard. The
ftronger waxed the king, the weaker waxed the
Danes. Fourteen days they endured fiege and
great famine; then their fouls were brought
low, even the foul of Guthrum, and they fued
for the king’s mercy.

Then Alfred the king bare in mind his old
faying, that he would fooner they were converted
than confounded. And, having infifted on their
fubmiffion to his will, whatfoever it fhould be,
he put them under a brief courfe of preparation,
and aflembling them nigh unto Athelney, he
caufed them to be admitted into the church by
the holy waters of baptifm. He himfelf ftood
fponfor for Guthrum, who, with thirty chiefs,
was baptized. It was a notable, a memorable
day. For twelve days the feaft arofe.

I wot there was joy in heaven over that fight ;
~in {pecial in the heart of holy Neot. The
thing was done quickly. I had fpeech of one
of the priefts afterwards, who took part in pre-
paring the candidates. * There was not time,”
quo’ he, “for many fubtleties . . . . we juft
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fhowed them how they might be faved by Chrift.
We hammered that well into them, and let the
reft alone; for they were but poor, blind
pagans.” Thought I Ethelfled, ye might have
done worfe.

When conventual and ftate affairs called
me to Winchefter, I found houfes build-
ing and rebuilding on all fides; not after
the old, rickety fathion, but good, fubftantial
edifices of wood and ftone, Every ifern-fmith
and treow-whirta® that was craftlike was fecure
of full employment and good wages. Gold-
{miths, feolferfmiths, glaziers,® and artificers of
every defcription were in high requeft; and in
fpite of the troubled times, many came from
beyond feas. The certitude and readinefs of the
king’s payment made his integrity efteemed of
all.  His credit ftood high; for even kings are
in good or bad credit, like the verieft merchants,
according as they pay their bills and keep their
promifes; and though there was at the outfet 2
hard run upon his exchequer, yet the money

1 Black{mith and carpenter, i.e, tree-worker.

3 ¢ Even in the feventh century, Boniface, abbot of Weremouth, pro-
cured men from France, who not only glazed church windows, but taught
the Anglo-Saxons the art of making glas for windows, lamps, drinking
veflels, &c.”—SnARON TurNze, -

i
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* went in a circle and came round again. For
why ? the ifern-{miths and ftone-mafons being
pun&ually paid, could in their turns pay for
their meat and drink, inftead of running up
fcores at the ale-thelun; the bakers, brewers,
and fo forth could pay their fcores and fines in
due feafon, without reviling the colle&tors or
flipping out of fight to hide among their ftuff ;
people that had buried their money and plate
dug it up again; and thus, as I fay, the coin of
the realm was current, and the more fitly for
being round inftead of clipped, ran merrily back
into the treafury. ¢ The rolling halfling doubles
as it goes.” This is the true end and courfe of
money, in purfuing which, it bleffes both giver
and receiver. And thus it fell, that all his
doings being ordered in the fame wife-like and
honeft {pirit, the king came of all men to be
relied on; and the confidence in him fhortly
became fuch, that moft, and at length all the
Saxon kings round about him voluntarily put
themfelves in fubjecion under him, and made
him, in fine, head and mafter of all England.
This bloodlefs vi&ory over their hearts and
minds was dearer to him, I wot, than many a
viGory over the Danes. He conquered the
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pagans by the affiftance of others; he won his
brother kings entirely by what he was.

Now the reft of the a&s of king Alfred, and
the good deeds that he did, and the wife laws
that he made, and the fhips that he getymbrade ;
. ... isit not all fet down by Affer? Alfo,
how he eftablithed the Danes under Guthrum, in
Eaft Anglia, where they turned their fwords
into pruning-hooks, and cultivated the land, and
would not countenance the frefh fwarms of Danes
that landed, and fought, and were beaten. There-
after, the country had much profperity. And
Tinne the Cornifhman made this fong, that was
much fung by the people :—

¢ Oh, England, know thy bleffings! See! the Lord hath given thee a
good king. The ceap feed in the paftures; alittle child may guard them,
The girls may go to the wells : gold bracelets hang fafe on the highways,
The fwains fow corn in the fpring, for they look to threfh it in winter,
Set up the Maypole ! fet the cyder running! We are at peace and in
fafety; we, the happy ones! Deareft men, praife the Lord. The monks
may now filh up their church-plate from the water-pits: alfo the nuns
may {leep fweetly in their cells, The wolf gnaws his own fore-foot, for
there are no dead bodies. Wifdom increafeth, wealth increafeth ; let us
qlorify God. Oh, England, know thy bleflings !”

N Howbeit, the Canaanite is ftill in the land. Of
a yerity, I thought when Guthrum was baptized,

\ - .
the kingdom of heaven was coming at laft; but
no, the fet time was not come. Well, there is
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a Canaanite, too, in the little world of our own
hearts, that will continue there fo long as we are
in the body : but it refts with ourfelves whether
to ftarve or to pamper him. What remaineth
to fay? Alfred the king was twenty and eight
years old when he returned unto his kingdom.

.That was ten years agone; and here am I, ftill

abbefs of this poor houfe. Shaftefbury abbey
is being getymbrade, but I doubt very much if
I fhall accept the mitre thereof; for I have
become ufed to mine old quarters, though they
are gloomy, and unto mine old nuns, though
they are ftupid. My rule is become popular,
fo that I have been conftrained to refufe many

‘poftulants, in fpite of the new wing. Among

the freth comers have been one or two hopeful
ones; and one or two, that for confcience’ fake
I have been conftrained to recommend to return
unto the world. One of thefe was a girl whom
I found dafhing her head againft a pillar, for that
fhe faid our rule was not hard enough. After-
wards fhe was a prey to unaccountable difeafes,
and one day fell to rolling herfelf very fwiftly
along the floor of the chapel, till fhe reached the
fhrine of our patronefs ; when, with a deep figh,
the exclaimed, “ Now, praife to St. Audrey, Iam
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cured!” Many would have made a miracle of it,
which indeed was what fhe wanted ; but I am, it
may be, even too hard of belief in fuch events,
unlefs undeniably authenticated; and as the
girl proved a deceiver, I was glad the thing was
done in a corner. Alfred the king is very fond
of monafteries: peradventure becaufe he never
lived in one himfelf. They are indeed necef-
fary and expedient for the times; but if times
are greatly bettered, it may be we fhall learn to
do without them. And as for fafety —only
look at Winchefter, and Croyland, and Ely.
Ethelfwitha, juft as fhe was fetting forth from
our abbey-gate with her gay retinue, all prankt
and glittering in the morning fun, cried, < Fare-
well, Ethelfled ; I envy you your peaceful life :”
but what witteth fhe, I afpire to know, of my
joys or burthens? She fees me take my place
now and then in the great council, and hears my
good report of pilgrims and travellers, and has
fate by while Eadwulf confulted me about eel
dikes and falt pans, and what to fow, and what
to mow, and fo many ambra of malt, and fo
many fotha of firewood, and whether we fhall
fend fo many fyfters of honey to fuch a monaf-
tery in return for their hens, or whether we may
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look for falmon-trouts from fuch another in
return for our eels; all of which Eadwulf loves
to roll under his tongue in hearing of the queen
. « « . Ah, my fifter, you fee not the other half
of the gate-poft !

My little niece is the joy of my life! She
is ftedfaftly minded to profefs, and when fhe
cometh to fit years, if fhe be ftill of the fame
mind; no doubt, the king will be confenting.
She may be abbefs of Shaftefbury inftead of
myfelf, if the will. The little lamb clave to
me from the firft, and would reverently lay her
hand on my garment, as if it were almoft too
holy to be touched. And fhe would fing
fnatches of hymns in her fleep, and have
dreams of heaven; and, if fhe awoke in the
night, would flip out of bed, and down upon
her knees, with her pretty hands held up, and
there, maybe, drop afleep. Therefore there
went a faying forth, that fhe was too good to
live. But, neverthelefs, fhe is thriving and of
good cheer unto this day.

Rere endeth the Chronicle of Ethelflev,
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ligious correctness which pervades these &mh@ form, md we do not
discourses, and admit that the style, donbt t.hat work will be popular.”—
especially In the descriptive passages, not | Clerical Jowrnal. 1
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ILLUSTRATEB WORKS BY MR. BARTLETT.

NEW EDITIONS AT REDUCED PRICES.

All in super-royal 8vo., price 10s. 6d. each, cloth gilt; or 21s. each
in morocco.

[EVUNIRN

WALKS ABOUT JERUSALEM AND ITS ENVIRONS.

Illustrated by Twenty-four Engravings on Steel, Two Maps, and many
superior Woodcuts.

¢ We have at length, in this attractl
'fl?” the daldamm eratem :: a oomplotnr
plotaresque guide POgTa) o
Jerusalem."—Patriot. oy

¢ The volume is well got up in point of
embellishments, and ocontains much valu-

able matter, with illustrations beautifully
executed."—Ch. of England Mayg.

¢ Qur impression is, that Jernulom was
never before 8o successfall y delineated.™
Evangelical Magasine.

FOOTSTEPS OF OUR LORD AND HIS APOSTLES

IN" SYRIA, GREECE, AND ITALY,

A Suocession of Visits to the Scenes of New Testament Narrative.

With

Twenty-three Steel Engravings, and several Woodcuts.

¢ Thisis one of the happlest of the many
happy Christmas ventures that the pub-
lishers have put forth. It is got up in
excellent taste, and written in a pleasing
and attractive style."—Church and State

Gasette,
“If beauty of design and execution,

combined with elegance of narrative and
trustworthy description, can be any re-
commendation to a book, it is sufficient to
say that this excellent volume possesses
every one of these features,and establishes

its own chn-wher without the néed of any

further praise."—Bell's Messenger.

THE PILGRIM FATHERS;

Or, THE FOUNDERS OF NEW ENGLAND IN TBE REIGN OF Jums
THE FIRST.

With Twenty-eight Illustrations on Steel, and numerous Woodcuts.

% This is a good thing well done ; & book
that ought to be a household treasure in
the family of the more than millions
of Englishmen and Americans, who are, if
right-minded men, most deeply interested
in the history it details. The story of the
plantation of British America is, with the
sole exception of the S8acred Records, the
most important narrative in the annals of
the world. No discovery of new lands like

.

that of Columbus—no discovery inscience,
or in arts, approaches it in the magnitude
of its glorloml results."—Standard.

¢ We can commend Mr. Bartlett's book
as hand ly issued, lly got to-
gether, and mn of lntemtlng reading.
The illustrations are sufficiently varied—
alternating between the Fens of Lincoln-
shire, the flats of Holland, and the scenery
of Plymouth Sound."—Adthenzum.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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InrusTBATED WORKS BY MR. BARTLETT (comlinued).

PICTURES FROM SICILY.
Illustrated with Twenty-three Engravings on Steel, and several Woodeuts.
“ As a work of reference it is of the | pictorial hand-book of the beauties of
hlghest utility ; u an ornamental book it | Biclly. The illustrations do honour alike
is unsurpassed; and as a guide to the | to the artist, engraver, and publishers—
traveller it has no equal in the English | and the style is, generally speaking, gra-

language."—Observer. phic and faithful <+ .. with an interest
¢This is a very handsome and pleulng beyond its p 1 claims."—A4th

" FORTY DAYS IN THE DESERT,

ON TEHE TRACK OF THE ISRAELITES;

Or, A JOURNEY FROM CAIRO BY WADY FEIRAN TO MOUNT S8INAI
AND PETRA.
Tlustrated with Twenty-seven Engravings on Steel, a Map, and numerous
‘Woodcuts.
¢Mr. Bartlett has made a book, pleasant | style; an elegant table-book, or most
ln letter-preu, as well as attractive in its | acceptable present."—A4tlas.

t delicately finished line en- ¢ Entertainingly written, and crowded
gnvlngu of subjects particularly well | with steel engravings of a superior cha-
chosen.”. Athmmcm ncter, whlch combine to make it a very

“ A ve d volum pl "'—Critic.
~and cleverly illustrated in Lha vlgnem

THE NILE BOAT;
Or, GLIMPSES OF THE LAND OF EGYPT.

Illustrated by Thirty-five Steel Engravings, Maps, and numerous Woodcuts.

“There is an actuality about the de-| descriptive maps render the views wit-
scriptions, and a beauty about the illus- | nessed in the ¢ Nile Boat' beautiful
trations, that render this glimpse of Egypt | realities."—7he Sun.
peculiarly charming. The sketches and

GLEANINGS ON THE OVERLAND ROUTE.

Illustrated by Twenty-eight Steel Plates and Mn];s, and Twenty-three
Woodcuts. -

*The reader will find abundance of in- | active observation eonveys to us his im-
teresting and amusing information in the | pressions in language terse, concise, and
volume. As a work of art, it possesses | never tedious ; we listen with pleasure to
very oonsiderable merit.” —Chambers's hll tale. Well oxeonfad plctorial illus-
Journal. h the merits

¢“An individual of able research and | of this pleasing work."—7aif's Magazine.

JERUSALEM REVISITED.
With Twenty-two Steel Engravings and Woodcuts.
¢ A beautiful monument for a lover of ¢¢ Mr. Bartlett was a remarkably clever
Art."—Athenceum. and faithful sketcher, and had an unusual
¢ An interesting book to look through ﬁower of expressing space and size in the
and a useful book to read."— Leader mits of a small vignette."—Guardian.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF “MARY POWELL.”

This day, price 7s. 6d., past 8vo,, cloth,
THE DAY OF BMALL THINGS,
By the Author of “ Mary Powell.”

“ Close the curtains, draw the sofa by
the fire, fit the ottoman to your feet, and
adjust the light. If the reader be thus
}mpned he {is ready to commence read-

¢ The Day of 8mall Things." What is
t.hh neat and unpretending volume by the
suthoress of ¢ Mary Powell?' Itisa'string
of pearls. Yes. Yet the simile will not
be perfeot unless the thread on which they
are strung be golden. Then we will acoept
the resemblance. . . . The authoress of
¢ Mary Powell,’ and, we add, ¢ The Day of
Thlnp,' feels her own power, and

knows how deeply trifies, when judiciously
introduced, will tell. . . . It is a cornu-

oopia filled with rich moral fruits of every
kind; and, though small are the hints
thrown out here and there, or the advice
cnnnlly given, still in the aggregate their
voice becomes powerful, and we find that
we have been reading a powerful lesson
while we were scanning the jottings of a
diary. . . . The work is worthy of its
author, and will be a general favourite.”

tias.

New and Cheaper Edition, post 8vo., price 7s. 6d., cloth gilt,
POPLAR HOUSE ACADEMY,

“ A tale as touching and alluring as it
is simple—a tale sure to interest, whether
by its sweet scenes of pathos, its con-
tinuous interest, its exquisite traits of
nature, or its unaffected, unobtrusive tone
of true plety."—Literary Gasette.

¢ In everything that the anthor of ¢ Mary
Powell’ writes, there is a pleasant vein of
quiet, refined cheerfulness, which, like the
tone of a sweet voice, makes one listen
with pleasure.”"—A4thenaum.

Second Edition, price 7s. 6d., post 8vo., cloth, with Frontispiece,
THE GOOD OLD TIMES. ‘
A Tale of Auvergne.

¢ It is written in a clear, pointed style,
embo\lhhed with orlglnpl fancles, and
q with an The
various scenes and characters are ob-
viously studies from life—the life of rest-
lessness, ‘of fear, of devotion, among the
friends of mnrtyu, described by the
chroniclers of that eponh stained with
the blood of fanatical wars and

tlom Colehe, as delicataly and dlltinotly

, might

have formed a figure in the fifteenth-
century group, drawn by a home-inspired
artist. Then, the struggle round the walls
of Le Puy is a plotare of olden warfare, of
arquebus and halberd battles, of priestly
soldiers, sworn to shed no blood, but
casuistically, with a ponderous club, im-
mortalizing the miserable routiers. Agtl

the orétin is a portrait painfully lcounio.
Indeed, the entire story is vivified by its

dent reality."—Ath

Third Edition, price 7s. 6d., post 8vo., cloth, with Coloured Frontispiece by
‘WARREN,

THE PROVOCATIONS OF MADAME PALISSY.

“On the basis of the true history of
Palissy, the writer has formed the present
work ; has given a very spirited sketch of

labours ; has exhibited the extrava-
gances, amounting to crime, of a man of

genius driving on in pursuit of his darling

object ; and has depicted, as the titie pro-

mises, with a good deal of power, the

plagues of a wife who has such a husband.”
—Christian

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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‘Works BY THE AUTHOR OF “ MARY POWERLL” (confinued).

In post 8vo., price 7s. 6d. cloth gilt,
FAMILY PICTURES.

TwiLieeT I8 AN UNINEABITED HoOUSE. Loxn Heates AND HIGHWAYMEN.

Or A Fine OLD ENgLIBH MERCHANT, ON THE SACRED APFECTIONS.

FATHER AND SoN. A BORAP OF AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

A GeNTLEMAN OF THE OLD SCHOOL. TaEE EMPEROR ALRXANDER.

A Grost Story. Tae EvELYNS or WoTTON.

CHARLES Lans. FABIAN'S DILEMMA.

812 FrRANCIS BaRING. CLAREMONT AND THE PRINCESS CEASLOTTE.
Ox Lzaving AN OLp Faumiwy HouUss. Trx Farazr or A FauLy.

In post 8vo., price 7s. 8d., cloth gilt, with Frontispiece,
THE YEAR NINE

A Tale of the Tyrol.

¢ A highly interesting volume, in which | lute for s cymbal, olanging with her white
the noble stand made by an army of pea- | fingers upon the sounding brass. The
sants for independence is told with great | subject is well chosen, and the theme
power and pathos."—2Morning Herald. inspiriting. ¢ Hofer' is the hero of her
“ 8weet ‘ Mary Powell’' exchanges her | lute."—Art-Journal.

New Edition, price 7s. 6d., cloth gilt, with Coloured Frontispiece after
‘WARREN,

CLAUDE THE COLPORTEUR.

¢ The hero of the narrative is, In plain “The volume is one of no ordinary
English, a Bible hawker among Roman | merit; for it throws intense interest around
Catholics chiefly ; and his difficulties, 1ll- | common occurrences and common cha-
tr t, conv tions, and beneficial | racters, and presents not only a vivid series
influence, form the staple of the book— | of piotures, but a well-sustained tale."—
g‘w&mu.mm is well drawn.”—ZEnmglish | Church and State Gasette.

Post 8vo., cloth, price 7. 6d., with Frontispiece,
SOME ACCOUNT OF MRS. CLARINDA SINGLEHART.

“ It may be said of all her works, that | merit, and it will commend itself for
of their kind they are very good; and | family reading, on account of the genial
this cannot fall to give pleasure to every | tone of the morality which runs through-
reader capable of appreciating literary | out."—Atlas.

Third Edition, post 8vo., price 7s. 6d., antique,
YE MAIDEN & MARRIED LIFE OF MARY POWELL.

Afterwards MisTress MILTON.
¢ This is a charming little book; and | graphy,—it is likely to be a most aocept-
whether we regard its subject, cleverness, | able present to young or old, be their
or delicacy of i t and expression, | peculiar taste for religion, morals, poetry,
—t0 say nothing of its type and ortho-| history, or romance.”"—Christian Observer.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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CHEAP AND POPULAR TALES BY F. E. SMEDLEY.

Price 2s. 6d. boards; 3s. 6d. cloth,

FRANK FAIRLEGH;
O, 8CENES FROM THE LIFE OF A PRIVATE PUPIL.

¢ There is no reason to complain of | of our readers wish to read a very en-
any want of vivacity in this story. The | tertaining and laughter-provoking story,
suthor has made himself well qualified | we cannot do better than suggest a pernsal
for the task, and excites mirth by the | of ¢ Frank Fairlegh.'"—,
reoital of some curious adventures. If any

Price 3s. boards; 4s. cloth,
LEWIS ARUNDEL;

Oz, THE RAILROAD OF LIFE.

¢ The task of the reviewer becomes a | * Sparkling like a firefly, ¢ Frank Fair-
pleasant one when such works as the one | legh' bustles through the scenes of his
before us is forced upon his perusal. We | story, if not the most profound, certainly
must once more commend the taste and | one of the gayest and prettiest writers of
talent of the author of ¢ Lewis Arundel.'” | the day."—2Bath Journal.
— Weekly Times.

Price 2s. 6d. boards; 3s. 6d. cloth,

HARRY COVERDALE'S COURTSHIP,

AND ALL THAT CAME OF IT.

“ Mr. Smedley’s new tale pleasantly ¢“The author is already favourably
parrates the early trials which can follow | known in the literary world by his ¢ Frank
a marriage of love, even botween the but Fairlegh;' and this tale sustains the re-
of fellows and the sweetest of putati whlch he has already acquired.”
Athenaum, —Woolmer's Exeter Gazette.

Price 1s. 6d. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth,

THE FORTUNES OF THE COLVILLE FAMILY;
Or, A CLOUD AND ITS SILVER LINING.

This day, in fcap., price 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth,
SEVEN TALES BY SEVEN AUTHORS.
Edited by F. E. SMEDLEY, Esq., Author of * Frank Fairlegh,” &eo.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
6




ILLUSTRATED WORKS FOR THE YOUNG.

Cheap Edition, 2s. boards ; fine paper, 4s. cloth gilt,
A BOY'S ADVENTURES IN THE WILDS OF

AUSTRALIA,

By Wririax Howrrr. With Desigus by Hawrver.

¢ All the boys in England, whether | peril and pleum whloh seem lndml:

¢old boys® or young ones, will rejoice in | to Australia.™

this fuclnating book, full of anecdote and ¢ In vivid portniture of things as they

wild adventare,"—A¢thencum. are, it far excels every publication that
“ A capital book, full of humour, adven- | has yet reached us from Australia.”—

ture, excitement, and those incidents of | British Banner.

Feap. 8vo., Ts: 6d., cloth lettered,

NAOMI; or, THE LAST DAYS OF JERUSALEM.

By Mrs. J. B. WeBB. New Edition, with Designs by GiLBERT, and Vlew
and Plan of Jerusalem.

“It is In truth an admirable little | it deserves it; and we cordially wish it
volume, and well worthy of a yet more | further success. "— Metropolitan.
extensive patronage than it has already ¢ The plot is easy, natural, and well sus-
received.”— Maidstone Journal. tained. e narrative gncefnlly written.
¢ One of the most interesting works we | . . . Seldom have we read a tale better
have read for some time. We are not sur- | adapted for its purpose.”—Monthly Review.
prised at the popularity it has attained—

Tenth Edition, corrected and enlarged, 15mo., 2s. 6d. cloth; or 3s. scarlet,
gilt edges,
SELECT POETRY FOR CHILDREN.
With brief Expllmtory Notes, arnnged for the use of Schools and Families.
By JosEPH PAYNE.

¢ A very nice little volume, contain- ¢ Pieces that are at onoe'spﬂghﬂymd
ing a chnrming collection of poetry.”— | instructive, };:theuo and devout."—Con-
ational

asine.
“ It. is re-lly a treat to see anything so W?A vel pleuing and suitable collec-
simply good as thellttle volume before us.” | tion.". —-F Review.
— Metropolitan Magasine.

New and Cheaper Edition, with Illustrations by GILBERT, feap., 3s. 6d. cloth,
WINTER EVENINGS;
Or, Tares oF TraveLLERS, By Maria Hack.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW,
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InvostBaTED WoRKS PoR THE YOUNG (comfinued).

Peap., 8s. 6d. cloth, or Bs. gilt edges,

CANADIAN CRUBOES,
A Tale of the Rice Lake Plains. By Mrs, TraiLL. New and Cheaper
Edition, edited by AeNEs STRICKLAND. Illustrated by Harvey.

“A delightfual book for young | *The book Is exceedingly well calou-
rndau.“%e interest is deep well | lated for children, to whom its interesting
sustained. Mr. Harvey has oontributed | oontents, its handsome appearance, and
some excellent woodouts, and the book is | beautiful illustrations, will render it an
altogether a pretty and interesting one.” | acoeptable present.”—7ait's Magasine.

New and Improved Edition, with Frontispiece, 18mo., 1s. 6d. cloth gilt,
NURSERY RHYMES,
An IrrusTRATED EDITION, in large type, with 16 Cats by GiuBert, 16mo.,

2s. 6d. cloth, gilt edges.

“ These verses for children have never | bility of the ideas and words, and the
been surpassed for the happy union of fancy | fluency and oonciseness of the rhymes.”
and preoept, the simplicity and intelligl- | —Spectator. )

By the same Authors,

ORIGINAL POEMS FOR INFANT MINDS,

New and Improved Edition, with Frontispiece, Two Vols., 18mo., 1s. 6d.
each, cloth gilt.

82mo. cloth, gilt edges, 1s.,
BASKET OF FLOWERS;

Oz, PIETY AND TRUTH TRIUMPHANT.
A Tale for the Young.

16mo. gilt edges, 2s. 6d.,
THE BOY AND THE BIRDS.
By Exxuy Tavror. With Sixteen fine Woodcuts, from EANDSEER’s Designs,

¢ A delightful book for children. The | very pleasant way they have of N
birds tell of their habits to a little inquir- | sure to engage the young reader’s atten-
ing boy, who goes peeping into their | tion. The designs are pretty, and nicely
nests and watching their doings, and a | cat on wood."—Spectator.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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IcrusTRATED WoORKS POR THE YOUNG (continued).

In foolscap 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d.,
COLA MONTI;
Oz, THE 8TORY OF A GENIUS. *

A Tale for Boys. By the Author of ““John Halifax Gentleman,” &e.
'With Four Illustrations by FRANKLIN.
“ No one possessing common sensibility ¢ A lively narrative of school-boy ad-

can read this book without a thonghtml ventures.”
brow nndhu‘x’ glistening eye."—Chambers's “ A very charming nnd admirably-

ournal. written volume. . ... t is adapted to
* An exceedingly well-told tale, whloh make boys better,”
will interest boys of all ages. ¢ A simple and pleasing story of school~

holiday companion, few books wonld be boy life."—John
more popular.”—English Churchman.

In feap. 8vo., 7s. 6d., elegantly bound and gilt,
DOCTOR'S LITTLE DAUGHTER.

THE STORY OF A CHILD'S LIFE AMIDST THE WOODS AND HILI;S.

By Eviza MeTEYARD. With numerous Illustrations by Harvey.

¢ This is lvery dellghtm book, espe- the words of praise.”—Non,
cially caloulat and | formist.
instruction of our young friends; and is “ Thll will be a choice present for the
evidently the production of a rlght-thlnk- young."—British Q: Review.
ing and accomplished mind."—Church of ¢ The whole story is told with a most
England Review. * | touching grace, and a golden glow of
¢ An el t, 1 , and bj poetry pervades it. The fine desixns of
tionable present for young ladies. Tho Harvey, which illustrate the book,
moral of the book turus on benevolence.” | greatly to its attractiveness, and we onn-
—Christian Times. not entertain a doubt of its becoming one
“ This Story of a Child's Life s so full | of the most popnhr volumes ln the ¢ Chil-
of beauty and meekness, that we can | dren's Library.' "—Elica Cook's Journal.
hardly express our sense of its worth in

Second Edition, in square 16mo., lmulsomely bound in cloth, price 2s. 6d.
with gl edges,
HOW TO WIN LOVE;

Or, RHODA'S LESSON.

A Story Book for the Young. By the Author of “Life for a Life,” &e.
With Illustrations on Steel.
¢ A very captivating story.”—2Morning ¢ Truthfulness, descriptive talent, and
Post pure morality in every line."—Literary
“ Jnst what a story for children ought | Gasette.
'—Douglas Jerrold's Newspaper.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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IrrusTRaTED WoORKS YOR THE YoUNG (comtinmed).

16mo. cloth, price 2e.,
OPEN AND SEE;
.Ol. FIRST READING LESSONS.
By the Author of ““Aids to Development,” &o. &e. With Twenty-four
Engravings on Wood.

. Feap. 8vo., price .Sn. 6d. cloth gilt,
RECOLLECTIONS OF MRS. ANDERSON'S SCHOOL.

A Book for Girls,. By JANk WiNNaRD Hooree. Illustrated by FRANKLIN.

« A pretty unpretentious volume, neatly | rarely been our fortuns to meet.”—AMorn-
embellished, and gay in its livery of green | ing Advertiser.

and gold. Outside and in ‘tis prechol{ “An amusing series of desoriptions
the deau ideal of a present or a prize-book | likely to interest the young folks for
for a young lady. More fresh and more | whom they are intended.”— Ezpress.
delightful reading than this book it has

18wmo. cloth, price 2s.,
ROBINSON CRUSOE
. With IMlustrations.

A New and Revised Edition, with Eighty-eight cuts, 18mo. cloth lettered,
price 2s.,

RURAL SCENES;

Or, A PEEP INTO THE COUNTRY.
In 18mo. cloth, price 2s., ,

SANDFORD AND MERTON.
With Cuts,

New Edition, cloth, 1s.; gilt edges, 1s. 6d.,
WATTS'S (Dr.) DIVINE AND MORAL SONGS FOR
CHILDREN

With Anecdotes and Reflections, by the Rev. INaraM CoBBiN, M.A. With
Frontispiece and Fifty-seven Woodcuts.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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WORKS AT REDUCED PRICES.

Feap., cloth, 2s. 6d.; large paper, bs.,

LETTERS

AND POENMS

SELECTED FROM THE WRITINGS OF BERNARD BARTON.
With Memoir and Portrait. Edited by his Danghter.

Post 8vo., cloth, 8s. 6d.,
THE LITTLE WORLD OF LONDON;

Or, Pictures in Little of London Life.

By C. M. SurrH, anthor of “The

‘Working Man’s Way in the World.”

Cheaper Edition, in One Volume, price 12s. bound in cloth ; in morocco, 21s.,
PILGRIMAGES TO0 ENGLISH SHRINES.
" By Mrs. 8. C. HaLL.
With Notes and Illustrations by F. W. Fairnorr, F.S.A.
CONTENTS.

Birth-place of John Bunyan.
Burial-place of John Hampden.
Residence of Hannah More.
Tomb of 8ir Thomas Gresham.
Tomb of Thomas Gray.
Birth-place of Chatterton.
Birth-place of Richard Wilson.
House of Andrew Marvel.
Tomb of John Stow.

Heart of 8ir Nicholas Crispe.
Printing Office of Caxton.
Shaftesbury House.

Dwelling of James Barry.
Residence of Dr. Isaac Watts.
Prison of Lady Mary Grey.
Studio of Thomas Gainsborough.
Tomb of John Kyrle.

“ Descriptions of such Shrines come
home with deep interest to all hearts—all
English hearts—particularly when they
are done with the earnestness which dis-
tinguishes Mrs. Hall's writings. That
lady’s earnestness and enthusi are of
the right sort—felt for freedom of thought
and action, for taste, and for genius wing-
ing its flight in a noble direction. They
are displayed, oftentimes most naturally,

hroughout the attractive pages of this
volume."—O0b| .

¢ Mrs. Hall's talents are too well known
to require our commendations of her ¢ Pil-
grimages,’ which are. every way worthy

Tomb of Willlam Hogarth.
Grave of Izaak Walton.
Grave of Willlam Penn.
Monument of Wren.
Grave of Lady Rachel Russel.
Edgeworthstown.
Garden of 8ir Thomas More.
Esher—Residence of Jane Porter.
Grave of 8ir Richard Lovelace.
Grave of Graoe Agullar.
Dwelling of Edmund Burke. .
Remains of Clarendon House.
Flaxman’s Monument.
Village of Eyam.
Monument of Edward Bird, R.A.
Grave of Mrs. Hofland.
Ch y and its Neighbourhood
of the beautiful woodcuts that illustrate
almost every page: and this is very high
praise indeed.”"—Standard.
¢ The fllustrations are very effective ;
and the whole work, externally and in-
ternally, is worthy of the patronage of
all who love to be instructed as well as
amused.”"—Church and State Gazette.

¢ The book is a pleasant one; a collec-
tion of a great deal of curious information
about a number of curious places and
persons, cleverly and readily put together,
and bined into an el + ol "

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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WORKS BY MARTIN F. TUPPER, ESQ., D.C.L.,F.RS.,
Author of * Proverbial Philosophy.”

In a handsome volume, cloth, gilt edges, price 7s. 6d.,
THREE mnm SONNETS.

¢ There is an elaborat and its hand form, is well caloulated
about it that is quite lmpo-lng —&mr- to grace any library in the kingdom.™
day Review. —Observer.

¢ These Sonnets will Increase his repun  There is a decal in the present
tation, for they are decidedly the but volume which will appeal to English feel-
things we ever saw of his."—Qlobe. I ngs."—lldustrated News q/ Worid.

“ A work which, for its moral purpose

Cheap Edition, in One Vol., price 2s. 6d. boards; 8s. 6d. cloth,
THE CROCK OF GOLD,

AND OTHER TALES.
With Illustrations by JoEN LekcH.

¢ We have rarely had oocasion to speak ¢ This charming tale has won its way to
more highly of any work than of this. | the well-merited distinction of a ¢ Popular
The purpose of the writer is admirable, | Edition,’ embellished with a characteristic
the manner of his working ouat the story | frontispiece from the telling pencil of John
is patural and truthful, and the senti- | Leech. We can read it again and again
ments conveyed are all that can be de- | with fresh pleasure.”— Literary Gacette.
sired."—Bell's Weekly Messenger. .

Third Edition, with Vignette, fcap., cloth, 7s. 6d.,
BALLADS FOR THE TIMES,

AND OTHER POEMS.

Second Edition, feap., cloth, 8s. 6d.,
LYRICS.

Feap., cloth, 2s, 6d., with Portrait,

PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY.
Translated into French.

Price 8s., cloth,
KING ALFRED'S POEMS.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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WORKS BY THE REV. I.

CUMMING, D.D., FRS.E.

In Three Vols., price 18s., cloth,
APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES;

O, LECTURES ON THE

BOOK OF REVELATION.

New Edition, thoroughly revised, corrected, and arranged.
I. THINGS THAT WERE.
II. THINGS THAT ARE.
III. THINGS THAT WILL BE.

This Work has undergone a most ehbosato revlslon and oormtlon by the Author.

now obso-

New matter of great value has Been i

lete have been expunged, and fresh and lntamtlng evidence ol’ the fulfilment of the
prophecies of the book have been added. These volumes form & Lisrary Ebprriox

of a work of unprecedented po)

rity, replete with interest, and strikingly illus-

trative of a much neglected po] f the Word of God.
In feap., price 8s. 6d., cloth,
RUTH:

A CHAPTER IN PROVIDENCE.

¢ The genius o( the pmher hu mlon
on a theme ly ag
ingin natare, tmt.h. simpliocity,and pathos.
We predict for the publication a very
extensive and enduring popularit;
British Standard

y."—

s If the story loses somewhat of its
simplicity under the glowing pen of the
eloquent doctor, it gains, on the other
hand, by the pure evangelical tone which

runs like a golden thread through all the
history."—4¢tlas.

¢ Indeed, the book is a woman's book,
and we shall be ‘much mistaken if it do
not prove more attractive—as it will be
oertainly more useful—to sensible women
than half the sentimental trash which they
are insulted by having offered to them."

-Freeman.

Second and Cheaper Edition, in feap., price Bs., cloth,
CONSOLATIONS;

Or, LEAVES FROM THE TREE OF LIFE.

“ There are fow of the varieties of human
trouble, or the forms and appliances of
Christian solace, that are not described by
the author,”"—Literary G

¢ The present volume is vorthy to take
rank with the best and most successful of
the Rev. Author's previous works. Its
consolations are leaves gathered from the
tree of life, fresh in their lovely verdure,
impregnated with the sweet odours of the
Gospel. The author’s countributions to
religious literature are marked not less

by their eminently evangelical and praoti-
cal characters, their purity and loftiness
of thought, than by their beautifti sim-
gmof language and style."—JMorning

¢ This vol is eminently
and is marked by all the luthor s elnm
teristic excellences. We have not read a
book from Dr. Cumming for a long time
whlch we can more oonoolentiomly ooth-

'— Weekly Christian

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 26, PATERNOSTER ROW.

18




WmnnrnuRnJmmCmmanD,El&E@m&uﬂ;

Cheap Edition, Tenth Thoussnd, in One Volume, containing 688 pages,
prioe 6s., cloth lettered,

THE CELEBRATED PROTESTANT DISCUSSION,

Between the Rev. Jouw Cumming, D.D., and DaNIEL ancn: Esq.,
Barrister-at-Law, beld at Hammeramith, in 1889.

¢ No clergyman's library can be com- “ ’l‘hi.l cheap reprint of & masterly dia-

ploto without it."—Bell's Messenger. the most comprehensive

of arg “—@en- | view of all points at issue between Pro-

tlawu Mag testants and Romanists with which we are
Bidlical Review.

“ Th t and is all but '—.
elulueo (pn szu“) s & aocquainted.”™

Price 1s. 6d. each. . Price 1s. each.
THE FINGER OF GOD. INFANT SALVATION.
CHRIST OUR PASSOVER. MESSAGE FROM GOD.
THE COMFORTER. BAPTISMAL FONT.

Or 2s, 84. in cloth gilt. Or 2. with gilt edges.

In 4to., cloth, gilt edges, 21s.,
DAILY FAMILY DEVOTION;
Oz, GUIDE TO FAMILY WORSHIP.

With Twenty-four Engravings.
PREFACE,
‘The Services are meant to embody the wants, and and intercessions of Chris-
tians of every section of the Church of Christ. family of any branch of the

Protestant Church may use them. They are meant for man in the world, and
designed to render family worship‘full, without tediousness. They are mlmd the
writer trusts, by the ity and of the prayers, for every olm and
type in this busy world. With earnest hearts to feel and use them, and the teaching
of God's Holy Spirit, these forms may become instinct with life, md unload mlny a
fall soul that cannot strike out words for itself. The A | y fow,

This work is designed to introduce or facilitate the pm,ﬂoo o! I-‘unlly Wonhip
By oonn:moﬂng the dally 'srlyar on the go of

varie tieal use are "‘wlt.hthe cha ‘What
God declares is thns mlomnly looeped in prayer; whn He promises is embraced :;
adoring hope; and for sp blessi di or promised in his holy wol

thanksgiving and praise are ascribed to Him from whom cometh down every good and
perfect gift, to whom belong the glory aud the honour.
[Shortly.
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Works BY THE REv. Joun Cummaxe, D.D., FR.S.E. (continued).

SCRIPTURE READINGS;
Oz, POPULAR AND PRACTICAL EXPOSITIONS OF THE NEW
TESTAMENT.
Vol, XIL—THE HEBREWS, price 8s. in cloth.

Into the Comments and Expositions will be introdaced illustrative extracts
from a variety of valuable sources, giving clear illustrations of disputed pas-
sages; 8o that when the series on the New Testament is finished, every
family may find in the library a storehouse of useful, interesting, Protestant,

and evangelical instruction.

ALREADY COMPLETE:
Vols. I. to IV.—THE FOUR GOSPELS, price 20s.
Vol. V.—THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES, price 7s.
Vol. VL.—EPISTLE TO THE ROMANS, price 4s. 6d.

Vol. VIL.-THE CORI
Vol. VIII.—GALATIA
price 6s.

NS,
HESIANS, AND PHILIPPIANS,

price Ba.

Vol. IX.—COLOSSIANS AND THESSALONIANS, price 4s. 6d.

Vol. X.—TIMOTHY, &c., price 4s.

“One of the most valuable of Dr. Cum-
ming’s numerous publications, and likely
to become the most popular, and the most
lasting in its popularity, for it has en-
during qualities which belong to all ages
and generations. The text is simply and
olearly opened—oritical explanations are
given only when they are required—so as
not to ber, but to elucidate; an
the practical applications are such as to
suit all classes of persons.”—Church of
England Quarterly Review.

¢ The comments are made with great
lucldity. The result is the throwing of
an additional flood of light on the already

dazzling truths of Holy Writ. The uses

of such a work are self-obvious; and
when we add that the plan is carried out
with all the lucidity, faithfulness, plety,
honest reasoning, and felicity of thought
and expression which mark its prede-
cessors, we have only said enough to mark
our sense of its value.”—Church and State

¢ For the purpose for which ‘the Read-
ings® are intended, they are in every
sense admirably adapted. They combine
simplicity with faithfulness, and critical
interpretation with most attractive ex-
planation; so that a child may understand
them."—Bell's Messenger.

READINGS ON THE PROPHETS.
In monthly numbers, price 44.,
SABBATH MOBNING READINGS ON THE BOOK
OF DANIEL.
By the Rev. Joun Cumming, D.D., FR.S.E.

4 The Author has not published any exposition of the last prophecy of Daniel, but
baving stndied and lectured on it in the light of existing complications and events, he
is satisfied that it will prove interesting and instructive.”

Price 8s. eomplete, in cloth.
LATELY PUBLISHED :

THE BOOKS OF SAMUEL,
price. bs.

THE BOOKS OF KINGS,
price 4s. 6d.,
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Works BY THE Rxv. Joex Cumumine, D.D.,, F.R.S.E. (continued).

Third and Cheaper Edition, revised, feap. 8vo. cloth, price 5s.,
THE DAILY LIFE;

’
Or, PRECEPT8 AND PRESCRIPTIONS FOR CHRISTIAN LIVING.

* Popular, clear, captivating, and ani- ¢t is written in the same terse and
mated."—British Banner. vigorous style and earnestness of tone as

“ Dr. Comming is famnnn for the num- | those of its predecessors, and the strong
ber and variety of his 1lustrations, chiefly sense with which its teaching is
drawn from natural and familiar ohjecls enforced, will attract while it improves
The volume before us strikes us as being | the student.”—Church and State Gazette
remarkably felicitous."—Clerical Journal.

Sixth Edition, in feap. 8vo., prioo'Sls cloth, gilt edges,

OUR FATHER.

A Manual of Family Prayers for General and Special Occasions, with
Short Prayers for Spare Minutes, and Passages for Reflection.

CHEAP EDITIONS.

CHURCH BEFORE THE FLOOD,
Feap. 8vo., price 8s. 6d.

PROPHETIC STUDIES;
Or, Lectures on the Book of Daniel. Feap., price 8s. 6d.

TENT AND ALTABR.
Feap., price 8s. 6d.

APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES.
Original Edition, with Index, &c. Thres Vols, price 3s. 6d. each.

FORESHADOWS ;

Or, Lectures on our Lord’s Miracles and Parables. Two Vols., price
8s. 6d. each.
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WORKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED.

Fifth Thousand, price 2e.,

THE BACKWO00DS PREACHER.

" An Autobiography of Peter Cartwright. Edited by W. P. STRICKLAND.
Reprinted from the last American Edition.

¢ For the rugged earnestness of the man “ Full of the rlehest Americanisms and

it is im ble not to have a high ad it gives the details
tion. His life is full of llnngo inoident, | of a religious phuo of society almost
and, setting aside its oddities, must com- | unknown in England.” —Dickens's House-

mand, and more than command, interest.” | hold Words.

—Athenaum,

N

Ninefeenth Edition, 800 pp., 8vo. cl., strongly bound, 21s. ; orin calf, 26s.,
TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST

FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR,

At 5, 4}, 4, 81, 8, and 2} per cent. per annum, from £1 to £100, &e.
By Jauzs Laugiz.

“]In the great requisttes of simplicity of | the most correct and industrious autho-
arrangement and comprehensiveness, we | rities on commercial calculations, and the
have none better adapted for generaluse.” | practical value of his various tables have
—M'Culloch’s Commercial Dictionary. long been recognised.”—Times.

¢ Mr. Laurie was well known as one of

Third Edition, 8vo. cloth, 7s.,
HIGH RATE TABLES,

At 5, 6,17, 8,9, and 9} per cent. per annum, from 1 day to 100 days.
By JauEs LAURIE,

New Edition, fcap. cloth, 8s.; gilt edges, 3s. 6d.,
+MANUAL OF HERALDRY,

Being & concise Description of the several Terms used, and containing a
Dictionary ef every Designation in the Sciemee. Illustrated by 400

Engravings on Wood.
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Works ReceTLY PUBLISHED (confinued).

Price 4s. post 8vo. cloth, gilt edges,
SCRIPTURE SITES AND SCENES,
FROM ACTUAL SURVEY, IN EGYPT, ARABIA, AND PALESTINE.

Tlustrated by Seventeen Steel Engravings, Three Maps, and Thirty-Seven
‘Woodcuts. By W. H. BARTLETT.

New Editions.
RIPPON'S (Dr) SELECTION OF HYMNS
FROM THE BEST AUTHORS,

Including a great number of Originals, intended as an Appendix to Dr. Watts’s
Psalms and Hymns.

. d. Long Primer 24mo. s.d. Type. s.d.
............ 2 6{8heep . . . . . 5 0
—, gllt edges . 2 0|—-,glltedges . . 3 0| Roan,glltedges. . 6 O
« « « + 85 0|/Morocco . . . . 6 0|Moroocco . .90

BOUND WITH WATTS’S HYMNS,
1 vol. 82mo., roan, 3s.; gilt edges, 3s. 6d. ; morocco, 6s. 6d.

BIBLE CHANTS, ADAPTED FOR PUBLIC WORSHIP.

New Edition, feap. 8vo. cloth gilt, 1s.,
'~ THE CHANT-BOOK:

A SELECTION OF THE PSALMS AND OTHER PORTIONS OF HOLY
SCRIPTURE, ARRANGED AND MARKED FOR CHANTING.

By W. SHELMERDINE, Professor of Music. With a Preface by the Rev.
J. A. BAYNES,

In preparation.
A BOOK OF CHANTS,
To accompany the above.
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Works RecCeNTLY PUBLISHED (conlinued).

In feap. 8vo., price 5s., cloth gilt,
THE PRINCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID;
Oz, THREE YEARS IN THE HOLY CITY.
Edited by the Rev. Professor J. H. INGraHAM, Rector of St. John’s Church,

Mobile.

¢ Qur perusal of it has been only to im-
press us with the ability of the author in
the use of the materials, and in the struc-
ture of a pleasing and most affecting tale.”
~—Clerical Journal,

¢¢ This s the best production of its class
that has come to our hands for a long
time, and it is but candid and just to say
that it adds very much to the stores of
knowladge already existing about the
East."—British Standard.

¢ We hardly know what to say about
this book; it is written in beautiful style,

Illustrated with Engravings.

and it conveys much valuable informa-
tion as to the customs and manners of the
inhabitants of the Holy land."—We.lkyan

Times.

*¢ The whole is written in a semi-poeti-
cal style, which will prove attractive to
religious readers."—Leader.

“The volume contains much informa-
tion as to Jewish manners and customs.”
—ABuaptist Magazine.

¢ Professor Ingnhun has worked out
his plan with diligence and reverence.”—
Literary Gazette.

In post Svo., price 7s. 6d., cloth gilt,
FATHER AND DAUGHTER.

A Portraiture from the Life.

¢ Another of those beautiful stories of
home-life in Sweden for which Miss
Bremer is 80 justly famed."—Patriot.

¢ A work by Miss Bremer can never fail
to delight a great ber of readers. It
is like a walk through the ficlds on &
frosty day—so free and buoyaut is the
air—so fresh and sparkling the aspect of
nature and human nature in these northern
regions."—John Bull.

By FREDRIEA BREMER.

¢ ¢Father and Daughter’' might have
made a name for & less distinguished
writer. . . . . Of course the book will be
md by eurybody. Many will appland.”

G 'l‘ln book introduces us to people and
things which are new to the novel-reading
pnbllo, and which possess in themselves
no 'y degree of i "—Atas.

In feap., with Frontispiece, price bs., cloth,

THE MILL IN

THE VALLEY.

A Tale of German Rural Life. By the Author of “ An English Girl’s
Account of a Moravian Settlement in the Black Forest.”

¢ A pretty tale, from the pen of a young
but ready writer. . . . . A religiousstory
—simple, sketchy, and quietly romantic.”
—Athenaeum.

¢ This pretty volume is grave, thought-
ful, and frequently pathetio ;—a poem in

prose, abounding in striking incident,
rapid transitions, and pleasing surprise.
It is likely to be admired by _yonng per-
sons, and extensively read.”—Christian
Witness.
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EDUCATIONAL WORKS.

Improved Edition, 18mo., cloth lettered, price 1s. 6d.,
ACKWORTH VOCABULARY ;
Or, ExoLisH SrxLLING-Book ; with the meaning attached fo cach Word.
Compiled for the use of Ackworth School.

New Edition, 18mo., cloth lettered, price 2s.,
BARBAULD'S LECONS POUR DES ENFANS,
Depuis I'4ge de Deux Ans jusqu’a Cing. Avec une Interprétation Anglaise.

18mo., sewed, price ls.,
BARBAULD'S HYMNS EN PROSE
Traduits de I’Anglais. Par M. CLEMENCE.

12mo. cloth, price 2s.,
BELLENGER'S ONE HUNDRED CHOICE FABLES,
Imitated from La FONTAINE. Intended for Persons about to learn the

French langusge. With a Dicrionary. New Edition, revised and
corrected by C. J. DELILLE, Professor at Christ’s Hospital.

Crown 8vo., eloth, price 4s.,
MANUAL OF THE ANALOGY AND PHYSIOLOGY OF

THE HUMAN MIND.
By the Rev. J. Cazuizs, D.D. New Edition, enlarged.

Seventh Edition, 12mo. cloth, price 1s. 6d.,

CHRISTIE'S CONSTRUCTIVE ETYMOLOGICAL
SPELLING-BOOK.
Exhibiting the Etymology and Meanings of 8,000 Words, with Lessons on
Etymology, and Notes.
Crown 8vo., cloth, with Frontispiece, price 5s., *
THE EARTH AND ITS INHABITANTS.
By Magcager E. DarTON,

« This is & valuable volume, containing “We have rarely met with a volume
& very clear, correct aocount of the lead- | containing so much valuable information
ing facts ted with the surface of [ for ed 1 purposes as is Lrought
the earth, and its inhabitant together in this vol It is

As far as it goes, it i3 comprehensive,
well written, and interesting, worthy
of the daughter of Maria Hack, whose
books will always be dear to the young
and the old.,"—Gentleman's Magazine.

g prepared,
too, in a manner which will immediately
attract the interest of the young, in whose
minds it will indelibly fix the numerous
facts, with which every page abounds.—
Bell's Messenger.
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Epuvcationar WoRks (contined).

Improved Edition, 12mo. cloth, price 2s.,
GILES'S ENGLISH PARSING;
Comprising the Rales of Syntax, e;“;.l‘:lﬁﬁed by appropriate Lessons under
. eac e.

New Edition, 18mo., cloth, price 1s. 6d.,

HOPKINS' EXERCISES IN ORTHOGRAPHY,
On an Improved Plan.

New Edition, price 1s. 6d., in cloth,
PICTORIAL SPELLING BOOK;
Or, Tessons on Facts and Objects, With 180 Graphic Illustrations.

16mo. cloth, price 2s. 6d.,

CHILD'S FIRST STEP TO ENGLISH HISTORY.
By ANN RopweLL., With many Cuts. New Edition, revised
by Junia CorNER.

New Edition, 12mo. cloth, price 1s. 6d.,

DERIVATIVE SPELLING BOOK,

In which the origin of each word is given from the Greek, Latin, Saxon,
German, Teutonic, Dutch, French, Spanish, and other Languages, with
the Parts of Speech, and the Pronunciation accented. By J. Row-
BoTHAM, F.R.S.A.

New and Enlarged Edition, feap. 8vo., price 5s. cloth, red edges,
STUDIES IN ENGLISH POETRY,

With short Biographical Sketches, and Notes Explanatory and Critical, in-
tended as a Text-book for the higher Classes in Schools, and as an
Introduction to the Study of English Literature. By JosEpH PayNE.

“The le and the execution are equally | tion, as comprehending much that is ex-

3 gether it is an llent read- | cellent—the very flowers and gems of

g book of poetry."— Watchman. English poetry—and nothing exoception-
% The work is deserving of commenda- | able.”

New and Improved Edition, 12mo. cloth, price 2s. 6d.,

A CATECHISM OF FAMILIAR THINGS,

Their History, and the Events which led to their discovery: with a short
Explanation of some of the principal Natural Phenomena. For the use
of gr.hmh and Families. By E. A. WILLEMENT.
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EpucatioNaL WoRks (costissed).

" M'HENRY’S SPANISH COURSE.

New Edition, revised, 12mo. bound, price 6s.,

NEW AND IMPROVED GRAMMAR,
Designed for every Class of Learners, and especially for Self-instruction.
Containing the Elements of the SpaNisa Lauguage, and the Rules of
Etymology aud Syntax Exemplified; with NoTEs and APPENDIX, con-
sisting of Dialogues, Select Poetry, Commercial Correspondence, &c.

Fifth Edition, price 3s., bound,

EXERCISES ON THE ETYMOLOGY, SYNTAX, AND
IDIOMS, &c., OF THE SPANISH LANGUAGE.
Price 4s., bound,

KEY TO THE EXERCISES.

Price 5s. 6d. in 12mo. and 8vo.,
SYNONYMES OF THE SPANISH LANGUAGE
EXPLAINED

WHEELER’S ABRIDGMENTS.

In Two Volumes, 18mo. cloth, price 2s. each,

A POPULAR ABRIDGMENT OF OLD AND NEW
TESTAMENT HISTORY,

For Schools, Families, and General Reading. Explained by Historical and
Geographical Illustrations, and numerous Map Diagrams.

“ Every effort has been made to meet | and r h, and the explanations intro-
the wants of the glenanl reader, and we | duced where required are singularly lu-
find that he has fully succeeded in ren- | cid."—New Quarterly Review.
dering his little labours universally ac- “ We can strongly recommend them, in
ceptable."— Britannia. the bellef that they are admirable for con-

¢ Two admirable and p d ion, clearness, and judicious selec-
little volumes : they display both learning | tion."—ZLordon Quarterly Review.

" 11,
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EpucaTioNar. WORKS (continued).

OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE ANALYSES AND SUMMARIES
or

OLD AND NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY
AND GEOGRAPHY.

Sixth edition, mvise;l and improved, post 8vo., cloth, red edges, price bs. 6d.,
ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF OLD TESTAMENT
HISTORY AND THE LAWS OF MOSES;

With a Connexion between the Old and New Testaments; an Introductory
Outline of the Geography, Political History, &c. By J. T. WHEELEE,
F.R.G.S., &e.

Fourth Edition, revised, post 8vo., cloth, red edges, price bs. 6d.,

ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF NEW TESTAMENT
HISTORY;

Including, 1. The Four Gospels harmonised into one continuous Narratlve
2. The Acts of the Apostles, and continuous History of St. Paul.
8. An Analysis of the Epistles and Book of Revelation. 4. An Intro-
ductory Outline of the Geography, Critical History, Authenticity,
Credibility, and Inspiration of the New Testament. The whole illus-
trated by copious Historical, Geographical, and Antiquarian Notes,
Chronological Tables, &c

COMPANION ATLAS TO THE SERIES.

Small folio, illustrated by large coloured Maps, and s View aud Plan of
Jerusalem, extra cloth, price 7s. 6d.
AN ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF THE HISTORICAL
GEOGRAPHY

OF THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS;

Comprising a Geographical Account of every Nation mentioned in the Old
- and New Testaments, illustrated and explained by brief Reviews of the
Political History, dlgemd into continnous narratives.

The above Work is intended more especially to accompany the Analyses
and Summaries of Old and New Testament History, but such additions have
been introduced as will, it is hoped, render it of service to Biblical Students
generally.
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MOST ELEGANT PRESENT.

BOOK OF THE THAMES,
 Koow its Bise to its Fall.

) 4

MR. AND MRS. 8. C. HALL.

WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS.

THE AUTHORS TO THE PUBLIC.
We have the honour to submit to the

blio a ¢ Book of the Thames, from its | England, and, produced

ise to its Full,” hopeful that our readers '

may share with us the enjoyment we have ;

s0 long and so often derived from the
¢ King of Island Rivers.”

We have traced the bountiful river
from the bubblin, J
issues, in the meadow by Trewsbury Mead
—ltl lonely birﬂ:plloo—thmugh its whole

well out of which it |

" OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

%It is a book to endear to us our native
with all the ele-
ganoe of the printer's and the binder's nrt,
will richly adorn the drawing-room table,”

—Dasily News

“ It is by far the pleasantest book, cer-
tainly the most complete in design and
exeoution, that has been published about
the Thames for many years, and we can
easily understand that in writing it the
thors performed ¢a labour of love.'"—

and
wlth them t.hmugh tranquil vilhgu, M

Fopulom towns, and crowded cities; ever
fertilizing, ever beautifying, ever enrich-
ing, until it reaches the most populous city
of the modern or the ancient worid, form-
ing thence the great highway by which
a8 hundred nations traverse the globe.
Alided by several acoomplished artists, we
have largely illustrated this volnme, not
only by engnvlng' of its pio’mruque

forning Post.
‘¢ This is one of the best in appearance
of the ornamental works of the season
. the binding and the typography are

oxoellent, and the style lively, superficial,
and showy."—John Bull.

¢ A faithful as well as an agreeable
guide to whatever of interest ocours along
the entire oourse of the river. In short,
lt is & pleasant, well-written, and very

soenery, but by
objeots of interest that are tound upon its

IN THREE

Superbly gilt. . .
Morocco. . . . .

book on the pleasantest river an
suthor oould have to write about."—
Literary Gasstte,

BINDINGS :
I '
ce e e 26

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.

MENZIES, EDINBURGH.]
- 24

[M‘GLASHAN, DUBLIN.

———






















‘ -;u‘L < - 1941




